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MOM ALWAYS SAID "NO SNACKS BETWEEN MEALS" 


BUT WHAT 




DECEMBER 14 


PRE-ORDER ONLINE AND RECEIVE 

FREE SHIPPING 


Enter Code FS33671204 at Checkout 
RETAIL; $19.99 


I t’s just another day in your typical Middle America 
town. The children diligently head off to school, 
fathers leave for the office and mothers spend 
their day working hard to make certain the family 
returns to a clean house and a warm dinner on the 
table. Today may begin like every other day in this 
town of good, solid values, but children become 
suspicious when their mothers begin developing 
some very peculiar appetites. 


“FLESH EATING MOTHERS” is a non-stop cult 
action/comedy that tells the story of a kid's worst 
nightmare: becoming dinner! One by one, mothers 
are infected with an unusual virus that makes them 
develop bottomless appetites. When they run out 
of food they simply walk next door, not to borrow 
a cup of sugar, but to make a new recipe with the 
neighbors as the main ingredient. The children begin 
to realize that their mothers are preparing some of 
the strangest meals for dinner and react with mixed 
emotions. Should they run away — or even worse, 
kill their own mothers to end the mayhem? 


Add a pinch of police corruption and a dash of 
a cover up irrthe coroner’s office and you have 
prepared a film deliciously destined to be a cult 


Elite Entertainment 
RO. Box 1177 

Scarborough, ME, 04070-1177 
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Oy love change, because - in the context of Rue Moi-gue at any rate - 
t— change means that things are going well. And they are. Last issue. I 
glossed over some of the areas Rue Morgue has expanded into, and men- 
tioned a major turning point in the magazine’s history that would usher in a 
new era for us. I can now let you know what that is. 

Since its premiere issue back on Halloween i 997. Rue Morgue ha.s been steadily published every 
two months (actually, there was a mail strike in Toronto late in ’97/early ’98 that screwed things up 
a bit. but that only happened once). This will no longer be the case. Beginning in March of 2005, 
Rue Morgue will officially kick into high gear with a publishing .schedule that will put new issues 
on store shelves (or in your mailbox) ten times per calendar year. That's a new issue of Rue Moigue 
each and every month from March to December, with two months left over for us to catch our breath. 

Of cour.se, that won't be the only change. Old fans of the magazine will recall that, in the earliest 
days. Rue Moigue took huge editorial liberties. Somewhere along the way. the culture part of "Cul- 
ture & Entertainment’' kept getting shoved aside by the pressures of covering the latest horror flicks 
and comics and whatnot - further complicated by the need to balance a workable ad-to-text ratio. 

Ten issues will mean that there will be less ads and more content, which will allow us to bring back 
some of those lost stories and broaden the scope of the magazine - a scope that was there from the 
veiy beginning. Rue Moigue will not only continue to analyze, celebrate and denigrate the genre 
with equal measure - it will also plumb deeper into the horror experience. 

I guess that means that - in the parlance of the publishing world - we’ve hit the big time, and ! 
guess in a certain way we have. Change is good, but having said that. I should also point out the 
things that definitely won 't change. Despite the ramp up - not to mention the already existing Rue 
Morgue Festival of Fear. Rue Moigue Radio and Rue Morgue Records 1 am happy to write that 
Rue Morgue will remain fully, vibrantly and utterly independent. 

That means no corporate egghead will ever have to clear the words 1 am w'riting prior to getting 
them to you. In fact, I wouldn’t be lying if I told you that, for all intents and purposes. I am the cor- 
poration. and the good thing about it is that this corporation is dctemiined more than ever to - how 
does one put this politely? - not give a good fuck what anyone thinks about what we do. 

So despite the big change, some things will stay intact; our standards, our intelligence, our sense 
of humour, our radical reviews, our love of the genre from its infancy through its many incarnations 
- Gothic novels to hoiTor punk. New writers and editors are being brought in as 1 write this, but the 
Rue Crew will remain a tight-knit family and, like all families, open to disagreeing with one anoth- 
er, as long as it’s done with fairness and respect. 

Rue Morgue will continue to encourage and challenge the genre - cheerleading the things that 
de.scrve praise, encouraging those who are striving to break in. and mercilessly curb-stomping the 
things that piss us off. We plan to be here for a long time to come, and we hope to be able to con- 
tinue to uphold our editorial edge - the thing we have become most known for. 

Rue Morgue was always a magazine that readers could pick up to read about Tom Savini. Mario 
Bava, Bela Lugo.si and Jorg Buttgercit, but also learn about Soren Kierkegaard. Francis Bacon, Leon 
Theremin and Kinji Fukasakii. Where articles on the Universal Monsters, the music of Hammer or 
the latest installment in the Halloween franchise shared space with essays on television terror, psy- 
cho movies and the mysteries of the unexplained. A place that brought together H.G. Lewis, The 
Residents and the Haunted House of Lingerie. 1 promise you. these things will never change. 

I'd like to w'rap up by saying that there will still be a .lanuaiy/Febniary edition of Rue Morgue on 
stands in the new year - our last under the current publishing schedule. It won’t be a regular issue, 
mind you, more of a thank you to the fans who have stuck with us for so long. Without you. this edi- 
torial would not be possible. And while we’re in the spirit of celebration, the current issue of Rue 
Morgue is being issued with two collectible covers, a little treat for those of you who dig such things. 
Sec you in a while. 

RC 

rod(ariie-ntorgiie.coni 
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WHAT A FANTASTIC ISSUF! You guys 
really pulled oul all the stops. 1 particularly 
enjoyed your interview with Clive Barker. You 
really managed to get some great answers out of 
him. Also loved the bits on the Romero comics 
and the Groovie Ghoulies. I have a soft spot for 
the Ghoulies. they let me use Graveyard Girl- 
friend in my Troma movie. I question whether or 
not the movie was worthy of their music, but I've 
always loved them for letting me use it. because it 
was the best scene of the rnoxie. I’m so e.xciied to 
be included in this issue of Rue Moi-guel I've been 
a huge fan of the mag since forever, and being 
interviewed for it was definitely an honour. 
Thanks again! I love this issue. I love this maga- 
zine. and 1 love the fact that I was included! 

Hans {Maii-Tliiiti') Rodioiioff 
- Beverly Hills. Califurnia 

I WAS IH Rill. HD with Jen Vuckovic's 
interview with Clive Barker and the announce- 
ment of his Midnight Picture Show label. It has 
been way too long since I've seen his brand of 
horror on the big screen and I'm excited at the 
prospect of the Films of Blood and a bal!s-to-the- 
wall Tortured Souls movie. 1 do have to mention 
that Clive has it wrong when he said that hardcore 
honor fans are probably not enjoying his latest 
books - I personally know several that are loving 
the hell out ol'Abarai and that book made this 30- 
something horror fan feel like a kid again. That 
kind of magic is hard to l1nd. 

David .\ndersoii - Detroit Lakes, Minnesota 

THE VERY F1R.ST FIME 1 ever wrote to 
your magazine i got a fast reply. The first time I 
entered a contest, or saw a free giveaway, my c- 
mails were promptly answered. Evei^ time they 
were answered, they were answered by Mary- 
Beth. I have never met her. but I feel like I know 
her. and I will miss her and I wish her well on her 
new adventures. I hope her new family grow'S up 
to love the horror we have all [wanted] our chil- 
dren to love and share with us. 

Jan Ciillcspie - Martinez, California 

NOW I don't know wTat got up John W. 
Bowen's ass when he was w'riling the article about 
Ihingman's Curse (RMU4I). But I am sick as shit 
of Christians always getting blamed for every- 
thing. Christians are again.st Wicca, so any idiot 
would realize that in a Christian type movie there 
is going to he Christian philosophy - it’s not 


hypocrisy to follow your beliefs. Not to mention 
that Christians are dumped on plenty, so spare me 
the sob .stoiy about the Wiccans. I thought this was 
a horror magazine, not a stage for anti-Christian, 
pro-pagan propaganda. I get enough of that crap 
in this increasingly immoral, liberal society and I 
don't need it shoved down my throat in a maga- 
zine that has nothing to do with religion. 

Chris Nelson - Bowie, Maryland 

YOUR FRIDAY THE 13TH retrospective 
was great. I cannot believe, however, that Para- 
mount's boxed set of the first eight films is so 
lame. They couldn't shell out for eight discs, or 
put Purl HI back into a .3-D transfer, or cv'cn put 
back the cut material? Paramount should have 
taken a cue from Anchor Bay’s kick-ass Dawn of 
the Dead four-disc set. which is done good and 
proper, and is well w'orth the time it took to come 
out. 

Daniel DeTitta - Park Ridge, New Jersey 

RE; YOUR SPOTLIGHT on Canadian hor- 
ror. In all honesty. 1 nevci' knew there was more to 
it than Bob Clark. David Cronenberg, and a hand- 
ful of cunent shot-on-video features (of which my 
fiancee, actress Sherry Thurig. is pait of). I’ll def- 
initely be picking up some of the books refer- 
enced. especially the ones your statT helped write. 

I never thought you’d be able to top last year's 
Mario Bava issue, but you did. Here’s not to just 
seven more years of Rue Morgue, here’s to 70! 

.Allen Richards - Winchester, \ irginia 

FIRST. 1 would just like to applaud and con- 
gratulate you and evei^one else who helped pull 
off the frightfully awesome first annual Festival of 
Fear last weekend. My wife and I both attended 
the show on the Friday evening, and had ourselves 
a blast. However. 1 would like to make a sugges- 
tion for future shows that in my humble opinion 
would only make the Festival bigger. Ladder and 
even better. I personally would like to see a more 
international flavour in the future, with the inclu- 
sion of actors and directors from the UK. Europe, 
Japan, as well as Central and South America. 

Dale Biilnian — address withheld 

I AM WRITING to express my deep disap- 
pointment with the hoiTor show at the Metro Con- 
vention Centre on the weekend. I subscribe to 
your magazine and was looking forward to the 
Festival of Fear. Unfortunately, I tried to get in 


Friday night, but at 7pm there was at least an hour 
or more wait to buy a ticket and [Ihe show] was 
only open till 9pm. I tried again Saturday morning 
and the line up to buy a ticket was hoirendous - - at 
least two hours — and then there were line-ups to 
get in too. I think you should have had more tick- 
et booths open and had people to tell customers 
where to go, etc. I realize I could have bought 
tickets ahead of time but 1 have never seen prob- 
lems like this at other shows. 

Don McKay - Toronto, Ontario 

Definitely the show exceeded our expectations 
in terms of attendance and we will he better 
equipped next year to make sure things go 
smoothly. But we do encourage you to lake your 
on/i suggestion seriously and buy tickets in 
advance: you would avoid a lot of line-ups. 

I'D LIKE TO SAY that your whole organiza- 
tion did a seriously kick-ass job at the Festival of 
Fear. The cost of flying from New Bruiuswick was 
totally worth it. can't wait until ne.xt year! Horror 
has been on the upswing lately and 1 think a lot of 
that has to do with you and your staff. Thanks a 
ton and see you next year! 

Kevin Murphy — Saint John, New Brunswick 

THE FESTIVAL OF FEARwas amazing! I 
was very impressed at how well the event was 
organized and all that was going on. I was also 
present at the Nash the Slash screening of Nosfer- 
uiii both of them were fucking amazing. I am 
also a Rue Moigue subscriber and I would like to 
thank Rue Moigue for holding Canada’s first (and 
very successful) horror expo. I can not wait until 
next years event! 

Shane Kratz - Collingwood, Ontario 


Correction 

Last issue. Rue Morgue incorrectly identi- 
fied the literary journal on pg 116. In fact, 
its title is Studies in Modern Horror. 


We encourage readers to send their comments via 
mall or e-mail. Letters may be edited for length and/or 
content. Please send to info@rue-morgue.com or: 

POST MORTEM 
c/o Rue Morgue Magazine 
700 Queen Street East, Toronto ON, M4M 1 G9 - 
CANADA 
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jVIiirder, iVIadiiess and iVIonsters at the 2004 Toronto International Film Festival 

Reviews by Stuart Andrews, Jen Vuckovic and Calum Waddell 


Still shaken and trembling from the inaugural Festival of Fear 
(and >vith heavy doses of caffeine, nicotine and a variety of over- 
the-counter substances that we dare not speak their name), a 
small but dedicated contingent of Rue Mofgue desperados infil- 


trated the 29th annual Toronto International Film Festival to 
report back on a few mind-crippling samples of intercontinental 
celluloid mentalness that you’d be well advised to keep a look- 
out for (as well as a couple to as oid like a herpes sore). 


' V 


Calvaire: European artsploitation at its best 


amiBt pEOBDEftLI 

Belgium/France/Luxembourg - Fabrice du Welz 

The hardcore lioiTor faithful wlio converge 
nightly at the Midnight Madness program 
(home of the Festival’s most extreme offer- 
ings) crave nothing more than the chance to 
peek into the twisted realm of some totally 
demented director’s derangement. The best 
bet for such a ghastly glimpse this year was 
undoubtedly Fabrice du Welz’s debut feature, 
Calvaire, a gender-bending. European art- 
sploitation riff on the 1970’s American sur- 
vivalist horror film. 

When a low-rent cabaret singer finds him- 
self stranded in a remote, backwoods Belgian 


village populated entirely by 
men. he becomes .subiect to a 
mass delusion and is mistaken 
for the only woman they’ve 
ever known now' returned to 
save them from their asexual 
asphyxiation. To ensure that 
(s)he doesn’t leave again, they 
kidnap, humiliate and hideous- 
ly torture the poor bastard. 
Although, pciwcrsely. one feels 
more sympathy for the pathetic 
and lonely perpetrators than the 
unlucky victim who, by viituc 
of his complete lack of innate 
character, .sciwcs as an easy tar- 
get for the projection of their maniacal long- 
ings. 

The cast and crew of Calvaire reads like a 
veritable rogue’s gallery of infamous pei-pe- 
trators of dark French cinema. Beautifully 
shot on gloriously grainy super 16mm by 
Benoit Dcbic {cinematographer for Caspar 
Noe’s Irreversible), produced by Vincent 
Tavicr (Man Bites Dog screenwriter), with a 
cameo by legendary porn queen Brigitte 
Lahaie and starring Haute Tension's, Philippe 
Nahon (the man w'hosc eyes have the power 
to mercilessly suck you into a voilex of unre- 
lenting pain), Calvaire proves that the French 
(with the help of the Belgians) are still very 
much at the forefront of the genre. 

Winner of the Riie Morgue Editor’s Choice 
Award, okay, that’s not a real award but 


Gudino and Vuckosic w'on’t stop talking 
about how cool Calvaire was - Vuckovic 
explains: "Any film that makes me feel like I 
have to wash with a scouring pad to get it out 
from under my skin is wonhy of protracted 
praise.” SA 



USA- James Wan 

The highlight of the Midnight Madness 
program’s closing ceremonies was undoubt- 
edly Saturday night's twilight hour screening 
of James Wan’s police procedural shocker. 
.Smr (RMU40). Director Wan and w'ritcr/lcad 
Leigh Whanncll, all the way from Australia, 
look the stage to talk about their experience 
getting this unique, expertly-written celluloid 
nightmare out of the studio birthing canal 
and into our welcoming psyches. 

If crow'd reactions were mixed, it’s likely a 
result of Lions CJate's relentless over-hyping 
of the film's similarities to David Fincher's 
Se7en, which pretty much ends at how the 
complicated murders are choreographed, but 
studios love to boiTow other film names to 
market their movies more easily to a larger 
audience. And it’s our job to give you the 
unbiased naked truth: .Sfliv stands entirely on 
its own two hacked-olffeei as a clever, styl- 
ized cop thriller wdth a m^'riad of giallo and 
slasher inspirations. 

Acute genre aficionados will know whai 
I’m talking about when they sec Saw after its 
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wide Iheatrical release on October 30lh, just 
in time for Halloween, when - believe it or 
not - you may even be able to wear one of 
two San’ masks to opening night courtesy of 
the aforementioned studio marketing 
overkill. Do yourself a favour and ignore 
everything you’ve heard about the film 
(specifically those overblown SeJeii refer- 
ences) and look at it as the cool, independent 
dream that it was to Wan and Whannell and 
you’ll sec what we saw, J\' 

CHEEP 

United Kingdom/Germany - Christopher Smith 

Franka Potente (Run, Lola Run) stars as 
party-girl Kate, whose quest to infiltrate 
George Clooney’s hotel room for a little spot 
of celebrity shagging is derailed when she 
finds herself locked in the London Under- 
ground after hours; a particularly daunting 
place to spend the night especially with a 
deformed, homicidal, human-experimenl- 
gone-wrong-type creature patrolling the dark 
catacombs. 

Owing much to the golden era of video nas- 
ties and specifically Raw Meal (1973) and 
Maniac (1980), Cliristopher Smith's debut 
feature commences as a tedious exercise in 
slasher film conventions before taking a 
sharp left turn into some wonderfully 
demented territory that opens up the possibil- 
ities for some serious derangement. 
Unfortunately, for those of us who crave that 
extra little bit of voyeuristic perversion. 
Creep stops Just a little bit too short (to be 
fair though, the gyneacological scene in 
question had many walk-outs), but Smith has 
relented to the entreaties of the Rue Morgue 
degenerate contingent (Jen and 1 tag-teamed 
the poor sod in an interview/intcrrogatioii 
one afternoon) and has promised that with 
the planned sequel, he won’t be such a cock- 
tease. SA 


BiEBEE: FLOWEB BEIBE NIEHI 

Thailand -Yuthiert Sippapak 

Best known for his w'acked-out debut 
action feature. Killer Tattoo, Yuthlcit Sippa- 
pak marks his first descent into horror-come- 
dy with Rahtree: Flower of the Night, per- 
haps the most (intentionally) hilarious entry 
into this year’s Midnight Madness program. 
After being violated, humiliated and forced 



Saw: A clever, stylized cop thriller with a myriad of slasher and giallo influences. 


to the brink of despair by just about every 
man in her life, a young girl dies alone after 
a botched abortion in a rundown tenement 
building only to return from the grave intent 
on teiTorizing her fellow tenants. Sippapak 
unleashes a non-stop bairagc of garden vari- 
ety, Asian ghost story scare tactics that clev- 
erly double as both heart-stopping jolts of 
terror and side-splitting slapstick silliness, 
thanks to the reactions of the colourful cast 
of freaks and weirdos forced to pit their wits 
against the vengeful spirit. 

Rahtree: Flower of the Night is by no 
means a paragon of cinematic virtue and 
Western hoiror fans may find the excessive 
nods to The Exorcist somewhat tiresome, but 
a certain amount of forgiveness has to be 
applied when you lake into account that Thai 
audiences, being from a predominantly Bud- 
dhist background, are nowhere near as famil- 
iar with William Friedkin’s masleipiece as 
those of us cursed with a more Judeo-Christ- 
ian sensibility. The film was a huge box 
office smash in its native Thailand and a 
sequel is already in the works. SA 

ifinyiiiiii 

United Kingdom - Marc Evans 

Director Marc Evans follows up 2002’s 
stunning Mr Little Eye with a considerable 
change of pace. Set in London, Trauma is not 
only a bigger-budgeted effort, with bigger 
names attached - including regular Ridley 
Scolt cinematographer John Mathieson - it 


also moves along at a mild pace and its ter- 
rors are far less evident until a final, grim 
coda. 

Cohn Firth stars as Ben. a shadowy, ner- 
vous figure who wakes up in a hospital to 
learn that he has lost his wife in a car crash. 
Shortly after being released, he develops a 
frightening fixation with a young pop star 
who has also recently been killed, and who 
may have had some soil of connection to his 
dead paitncr. Like The Machinist's Trent 
Reznik, he starts seeing shit and it’s hardly 
surprising when the whole shebang ends in 
blood and tears. 

Trauma is a frantically edited, creepy little 
mindfuck that is brilliantly acted and direct- 
ed but could really have done with a touch 
more terror during its marauding middle sec- 
tion, which drags ever so slightly. It might 
give you the shivers momentarily, but there’s 
nothing in Trauma that’s going to stay with 
you for long. Even so, Colin firth is in top 
fonn and the finale is fittingly dark. CW 



USA -Alex Turner 

Henry Thomas (Elliot from E.T.) plays 
(thoroughly unconvincingly) the rough and 
ready leader of a gang of bank robbing, amiy 
deserters in Civil War era Alabama who take 
refuge in a haunted house and, with the aid of 
the ever-present oil lamps, proceed to 
explore its many rooms for a full hour of 
screen time. 
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www.doctorsteel.com 

Dr. Steel for world emperor! Become a toy soldier and 
help this goggled maniacal scientist take over the 
world by voting for his World Domination Toys product 
line, buying his demented tees (Guns Are Cool, Plead 
Insanity, Play With Rreworks) and listening to his zany 
music. Enlist today! 

www.canjglia-art.com 

Crippled Flesh and Grotesque Head Studies, Just two 




FIRST 

ON 

DVD! 




collections in a series of paintings by Caniglia, winner 
of the 2004 International Horror Guild Award for Best 
Artist in Dark Fantasy and Horror, and whose work has 
graced the covers of books by genre legends such as 
Stephen King, Ray Bradbury and Peter Straub. 

www.ghostviliage.com 

An exhaustive archive that no haunted soul nor haunt- 
ed house hunter should pass by. This online communi- 
ty is comprised of user submitted encounter stories, 
photos, a collection of articles on all things deemed 
supernatural, eerie message boards and more. 

www.whiskeyloosetongue.com/lewton_index.html 
The Val Lewton Screenplay Collection archives Lew- 
ton’s film scripts including Cat People, I Walked Widi a 
Zombie and eight others within its clean, monochro- 
matic design. Get your vintage horror fix here. 

www.somethingagogo.com/bbb.html 
What do you get when you create a veritable witches’ 
brew of bikini-wearin’ babes, underwater Nazi zombies 
and the Universal Monsters? The frightfully unique. 
Beach Blanket Bloodbath, an online collaborative 
comic strip experiment 
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compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 


Got a Roadkill suggestion? 


E-mail a link to: roadkilt@rue-morgue.com 


Even when something finally happens, it’s 
nowhere near interesting enough to compen- 
sate for the absolute mind-numbing tedium 
that preceded it. Bui thanks to Dead Birds. 
you’ll never look at a nineteenth century oil 
lamp again without experiencing a deathly 
cold, backbone shiver. You could almost say 
that Alex Turner accidentally does for oil 
lamps what Caspar Noe deliberately did for 
fire extinguishers. 

And although the basic premise of this 
Civil War era, American period piece, ghost 
story is an intriguing one. thanks to its total- 
ly inept execution and complete lack of ten- 
sion, Dead Birds is a dircct-to-DVD waste of 
video rental store shelf space that holds the 
dubious distinction of being this year’s most 
unintentionally hilarious Midnight Madness 
crowd-pleaser. SA 

IHE MUCBINIST 

Spain - Brad Anderson 

Fans of Brad Anderson’s Session 9 may be 
slightly disappointed with this slick but ulti- 
mately tedious thriller, but for fans of Chris- 
tian Bale, it’s absolutely required viewing. 
IJis performance as the delusional insomniac 
Trent Reznik is downright ferocious; in 
preparation for the role, the Adonis from 
American Psvclio underwent a .star\'ation diet 
and iranslbmied into such a ghastly and ema- 
ciated figure, that you feel uncomfortable 


looking at him for the entire duration of the 
film. 

In more ways than one. Bale has commit- 
ted a reverse Raging Bull. Where Robert 
DeNiro endangered his health to put on 60 
pounds for a film that stands as one of the 
most outstanding achievements of American 
cinema in the last 50 years. Christian Bale 
more seriously risked his health to lose 60 
pounds for a very mediocre and utterly for- 
gettable thriller that telegraphs its I litchcock- 
ian-wanna-be plot twists from about ten 
miles away. One definitely has to admire his 
dedication more than his judgement. SA 
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Canada - Daniel Roby 

Thierry falls hard for an eccentric, pale- 
skinned, redhead named Claire and suc- 
cumbs to her channs too severely to heed the 
warnings of his friend about her family’s 
dark secrets. With Daniel Roby's creepy and 
atmospheric debut La Peon Blanche, the all 
too diminutive canon of the Frcnch-Canadi- 
an horror film claims a desperately needed 
addition . ( 1 998 ’s Sur le seuil directed by Eric 
Tessier holds the distinction of being the first 
ever Qucbecois fright Hick.) La Peau 
Blanche picked up the The CityTV Award for 
Best Canadian First Feature, "for its auda- 
cious genre-bending as well as its mix of race 
politics, romance and horror." SA ^ 


W * ^ Available November 23rd. 

$19.95 SRP ...... 
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' • + It is estimated that in order for Santa to fulfill his Christmas Eve gill delivery obliga- 

:4l • tions. he would have to visit approximately 822.6 houses per second, meaning that his rcin- 

I . . deer-powered sleigh would have to travel at 3.000 times the speed of light. At this rate, of 
« travel, Santa and his reindeer would be incinerated instantly. 

* A 

* ' + The human mouth is fill! of bacteria; a single mouth can house a population of micro- 
organisms outnumbering the population of earth. 

+ It is a common misconception that suicide rates increase during the Christmas season. 
In fact, data collected by the US National Center for Health Statistics shows that suicide 
rates are dramatically below average on e\ ery holiday with the exception of New Years 
Day. 


+ ’Upon her death, the mistress of 19th century French novelist Eugene Sue bequeathed her 
lover her skin with ordem that an edition of one ofhis books was to be bound with it. The 
book was Vignettes: les Mysteres ile Paris: the flesh-bound volume was rumoured to liave 
sold at Foyle's London in 1951 for the equivalent of S29. 

+ December is the most popular month for rhinoplasties (nose jobs). 

+ In Norway, after Christmas Eve dinner and the opening of gifts, all brooms in a house- 
hold are hidden because it is a long held superstition that witches will come out that night 
and steal the brooms for riding. 


+ In the Ukraine, families set their Christmas Eve dinner with two tablecloths, one for the 
living and the second for their dead ancestors, guided by the belief that ancestral spirits, if 
given respcct.-would bring the family good fortune. 


+ Robert Louis Stevenson, author of Treasure Island, died on December 4, 1894. In Ins 
final will and testament, he bequeathed his November 13th birthday to a friend who report- 
edly loathed her own December 25th birthday. 


+ An old Irish superstition suggests that if a group are seated around a fire on Christmas 
Eve, and the shadow of one of the seated should appear hciidless on the wall behind them, 
then that person would die by year-end. 


+ The Australian EBureau of Statistics reports that eveiy year three people die while using 
their tongue to test w'hethcr 9-voll batteries work. The same report .states that 3 1 people 
have died since 1996 by choosing to water their Christtpas trees while the faiiy lights were 


+ The custom of a cheery Christinas celebration has its roots in the'ancient belief that dur- 
ing the time of the winter solstice, the fabric between our world and the one that houses 
evil spirits becomes tom. As such, malicious entities may transcend the breach to take a 
human life or two, so large gatherings were organized to deter evil spirits who would 
tjoubtedly seek easier targets. * 

‘ '. -compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 

Got a weird stat or morbid fact? 

RUE ^JQRCjUE it through to info@rue-morgue.cor^. 


Instances of' Death Bv 
.^H^OTHERMT^ 


+ A common Christmas dish in early England consisted of a pig's head prepared with mus- 
tard. 

+ Approximately 400,000 people become sick each year after eating "turned” Christmas 
leftovers. “ ’ » 


W0ltd Stats 
Facts 


1 . 

2 

3 . 

4 . 

5 . 

6 . 


Jason X 

Liquid nitroi^en face smash 
The Shining 
Jack chills out 

The Thing 

Norwegian subzero wrist slash 
Event Horizon 
Floating corjysicle 
The Blob 

Frozen monster pudding pop 
Rabid 

Frozen female freezer fright 



They are ^n, Mutants, Monsters and Maniacs. They are Cult Classics. They Are. 


The Next Generation 
Of Film Collectibles 


■ iir American 

■ Werewolf 

” LONDON 


SERIES 1: COMING DECEMBER 04 SERIES 2 : COMING APRIL 05 


Highly Detailed and 
Articulated 7” scale 
Action Figures 




Avaiiabieat: SlUtyCO^ST 


MufvlMY’ 



FOE iilU'Viiiwi “"goody 

iVf FOR MORE INFORMATION CHECK OUT WWW.SOTATOYS.COM 


Darkm.an, The Mummy RmrRNS and An American Werewolf In London ™ & © 2004 Universal Sti;dios. Licensed by Universal Studios Licensing hip 
Ail Rights Reserved. Toxic Avenger ™ & © 2004 Troma Entertunment. .All Righ'k Reserved. Killer Klowns From Outer Space and Jeepers ” & © 2004 
MGM. all Rights Reserved. 






^^YES NO 

4 25 67 89 0 

^ COODJJYE 


HEllBOY TALKING BOARD 

Standard Edition: $24.99 USD 
Limited Edition: $99.99 USD 

Summon the legions of Hell with this We/®Dy “Talking Board”, available in a standard version 
(includes a pressed-paper playing board measuring 12" X 18”, a wood planchette featuring the 
Right Hand of Doom, and directions from We/tooy creator and aspiring oracle Mike Mignola on how 
to contact the beyond!), and a limited version - only 500 made - for the discriminating collector 
(features a wood board with antiqued metal corner tabs, a wood planchette, a direction sheet, a 
certificate of auUienticity in a velvet-lined, wood box with Hellboy etchings burned onto the lid!). 
Reserve your time with the other side at your local store or from www.darkhorse.com. 


Xbox: $29.99 USD 

We know you’re a freak, that’s why you’ll dig 
these Freak video game controllers, all of them 
fully compatible with their specific platform. For 
PS2, there's Fleshy and Berserker, each meticu- 
lously crafted to resemble the anatomy of sub- 
humans like you, while XBox owners can freak 
out with Alien, specially designed with extra 
functions and features. 

Get your freak on at; www.gemini-usa.com 


50 DAYS OF NfGHT 2005 CALENDAR 

$14.99 USD 

30 Days of Night? Try 365 days, courtesy of the searing, glowering, vamp-ridden 
artwork of Ben Templesmith! Now that Sam Raimi has set his sights on Steve Niles 
comic, how much you wanna bet that next year is gonna be the year of the vam- 
pire? 

Available from www.idwpublishing.com or your local comic book store. 


VAMPfREWEAR 
HANDCRAFTED JEWELRY 

$9.25 -$14.99 USD plus S&H 

Need to impress that goth girl 
you’ve set your sights on? 

Then ditch the eyeliner and 
that goofy goth handle and bet 
the blood bank on Vam- 
pireWear’s handcrafted jewel- 
ry! This unique selection of 
blood vial fang necklaces and earrings with guardian bats, spi- 
ders and dragons are guaran-frickin-teed to worm you past her 
blank stare and into the tepid warmth of her barely-beating 
heart. So stop stalkin’ and get clickin’ to: 

WWW, vampirewear.com. 
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Featuring Audio 
CommentaiY 

8TV 

Appearances 

18 Deleted 
Scenes 

12 Easter Eggs 

1 Full-Length 
Bonus Program 

127 minutes) 


iHCtubfe CoHCtH roOTA&t. W tV AWAt^AHCfe, 
WstA&E. routA&fc. oVtl* io ioH&i 

PLUS feature-length commentary track with Johnny Ramone, Marky Ramone 
& Director John Cafiero and LOTS more. 


For more Info visit: www.ramones.com 
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“If Craven is horror’s Pirandello, bound and determined to construct and de-construct postmodern, reflexive 
realities, and Carpenter is its Howard Hawks, a good old-fashioned entertainer with a consistent bag ot tricks, 
then Hooper is no less than horror’s Lewis Carroll” Jam Kemetli Muir, Eaten Hive at a cnaiisaw Massacre 


A lofty claim? Hell yes, but also pretty astute 
for a nutshell description of Tobe Hooper, 
an undisputed titan of our beloved genre and 
also the most elusive and misunderstood of 
American horror’s “Gang of Four”, a group 
rounded out by John Carpenter, George Romero 
and Wes Craven. They’re the James Whales, Tod 
Brownings and Val Lewtons of the boomer gen- 
eration, and while young turks like Lucky McKee 
and Eli Roth have proven their talents pretty 
conclusively, none of them has yet shaken the 
haunted house to its very foundations with a 
genre-redefining masterpiece like The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre. 

Well, not yet, anyway. Admittedly, McKee’s 
May (RM#34} might have had that kind of 
impact if more people had actually seen it. And 
what of the Lewis Carroll analogy? To the horror- 
challenged masses - you know, the sophisti- 
cates who made Urban Legend a box office 
champ, the ones who think H.R Lovecraft wrote 
sex manuals - Alice In Wonderland must surely 
seem worlds away from Chainsaw. But is it 
really? After all, what other horror filmmaker has 
so effectively deployed the stranger-in-a- 
strange-land motif so many times? 

In films like Chainsaw, Eaten Alive and 
Salem’s Lot- not to mention latter-day misfires 


like Crocodile - Hooper has repeatedly tapped 
into our fear of unfamiliar and potentially 
unfriendly territory, a distinctly American para- 
noia that reached its peak during the Vietnam 
War but has never completely left the collective 
consciousness. 

Hooper's post-Chalnsaw career has been 
plagued by a combination of the sophomore jinx 
and the pitfalls of film industry politics, although 
there have certainly been some bright moments. 
His TV miniseries adaptation of Salem's iof and 
the mainstream blockbuster Poltergeist 
showed us a filmmaker who could deftly handle 
more conventional material, proof positive that 
Hooper - previously known primarily for 
onscreen brutality and shocks - was also one of 
horror’s true masters of atmosphere. 1 985’s Life 
Force, an uneven but entertaining sci-fi thriller 
based on the 1976 cult hit novel Space Vam- 
pires, found Hooper mining the hysterical sexual 
paranoia of the early AIDS era. 

Then came the post- Poltergeist scandal, an 
unfortunate and bizarre career-derailing rumour 
that the film had actually been directed by 
Steven Spielberg, who was credited as produc- 
er and writer. While a good deal of compelling 
evidence indicates that Hooper was indeed the 
actual director, the fallout from the controversy 


caused him some serious career damage and 
effectively removed him from consideration for 
any future A-list projects. Each subsequent 
Hooper film seemed a more crushing disap- 
pointment than the last: Spontaneous Com- 
bustion, I’m Dangerous Tonight The Mangier 
and Crocodile are some examples. Hooper's 
downward spiral seemed as inescapable as it 
was tragic... until now. 

Sure, much head-scratching ensued last year 
when we first heard the rumours of an in-name- 
only remake of The Toolbox Murders, a nasty 
but otherwise unremarkable 1978 entry in the 
parade of tedious, artless post-Chainsaw 
knock-offs. And curiouser still, that it would be 
reworked by Hooper himself with writers Jace 
Anderson and Adam Gierasch (who also wrote 
Crocodile) as a supernatural thriller, starring 
Rue Morgue fave Angela {Ma^ Bettis. Fingers 
were crossed, breaths held. And then, in RMMI, 
the verdict: Toolbox Murders marked the tri- 
umphant return of Tobe Hooper, lauded by Rod 
Gudino as no less than “the film everybody has 
been waiting for Hooper to make since Chain- 
saw." The film will see its release in the spring 
of 2005 from Lions Gate Home Entertainment, 

Wes Craven himself has often reminisced 
publicly about the first time he saw Chainsaw. 
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“The opening of the film states: 
‘The story irtuiareahoutlo see 
is truei;^ That was a lie^ 

Tobe Hooper on The Texas Ghains^lHassacre J. 


-The man who had scandalized and sickened viewers a scant two years eariiei 
with Last House on the Left recalls wondering “what kind of Mansonite era-' 
zoid” could have conjured up such a visceral and punishing experience. And 
yet Hooper in person - much like Craven - is a gentle soul who balks at the 
idea of squashing a bug, never mind murdering someone with power tools. 

Rue Morgue spoke with Hooper early in October about Toolbox, the legacy 
of The Texas Chainsaw Massacre, and the highs and lows of his 30-year 
career as the ultimate dark horse among horror filmmakers. 


© 


When I think of the four big names in Ameri- 
can horror - yourself, Craven, Romero and 
Carpenter - you strike me as being the most 
widely misunderstood in terms of both your 
fiims and your career as a whole. Would you 
agree with that? 

Yeah, I think so. That sounds accurate. I don’t 
think I would disagree with you, having spent a 
, whole life in this career and in this costume. 

Could you maybe shed some light on why 
that Is? 

You know, that’s a tough one but I think that, 
from the very beginning, right after I made The 
Texas Chainsaw Massacre, I think somehow I 
may have been confused with a character from 
the film [laughs]. But that’s speculation. Even 
today, I get greetings from people I have never 
met, and they say; “Wow, I had no idea you were 
like that!” [Laughs] It’s like they were expecting 
the guy in the mask - and I’m so not that guy. I 
go to great lengths and danger to move a black 
widow spider to another location, rather than 
just kill it. I’ve been a vegetarian several times in 
my life - and that sensibility may show in Chain- 
saw- I’m actually a very gentle person. 

Chainsaw in many ways is a social commen- 
tary on the cultural and political landscape 
of the time. Was that intentional on your 
part? 

I was really naive about what was going on in 
the country at the time insofar as politicians 
were openly lying to us. It was around the time 
of Watergate, and Chainsaw was made shortly 
after the gasoline crisis in the country and peo- 
ple were being put out of jobs - that’s also a 
direct lift from one of the Hitchhiker’s lines in 
Chainsaw -^mes were changing in a very neg- 
ative way politicaily. However, there was a kind 


of artistic renaissance going on and these ele- 
ments had their influence on Chainsaw, along 
with watching the local news in Austin, Texas. 
The coverage was so graphic, I can’t even tell 
you - it was just short of showing brains spilled 
all over the road, so there was that. Outside the 
city limits, there was perhaps another element 
of natural monsters. The genre at that time was 
a great canvas to come out and say things that 
you couldn’t come right out and say. The open- 
ing of the film states: “The story you are about 
to see is true.” That was a lie. That was a 
response to being lied to by the government 
about things that were going on all over the 
world. It was also just about the lack of senti- 
mentality and the brutality of things, right down 
to the conditions of slaughterhouses and how 
massacres were happening in other parts of the 
world that we only got to see glimpses of. Often, 
because of University demonstrations [in 
Austin], there were tear-gassings. I had been 
shooting a documentary on the musicians Peter, 
Paul and Mary at one such demonstration and I 
got gassed in a crowd. There were some politi- 
cal figures there like Jesse Jackson and, you 
know, we definitely felt the turbulence of the 
times - they were hot with politics, war, blood 
and brains. Was the gasoline crisis a political 
log-jam somewhere or was it even real? It 
ended up being a major theme in Chainsav/s 
isolation. Hearing things about the massacres 
and atrocities in the Vietnam War, and here at 
home with serial killings, it seemed that man 
was the real monster here, just wearing a differ- 
ent face, so I put a literal mask on the monster 
in my film. I wanted to give the audience the 
creeps in the beginning of the film with the idea 
that someone could actually make artwork out 
of pieces of a decayed human body and how 


that could be quite possible if given the right cir- 
cumstances. And the fact is, that part was real, 
Ed Gein did that. All of those things had a cumu- 
lative effect on me and it all came out in Chain- 
saw. It’s safe to say these things come out in all 
of my films actually. 

We’ve heard all the stories of mob figures 
absconding with Chainsaw's box office 
receipts, but we’ve never actually heard your 
version. You want to go on record about that 
once and for all? 

Yeah, well, it definitely happened. The first dis- 
tributor was Bryanston Films, headquartered in 
New York. I had no idea that they had a sub- 
sidiary company that was distributing Deep 
Throat, and I’m not even sure that would have 
mattered, because the down payment they 
made was over twice the film’s original budget, 
so everyone was happy. But that was the last 
money we saw for a long, long time because 
they double-billed it. This company also had the 
Paul Morrissey/Warhol Flesh For Frankenstein 
and Blood For Dracula films and I would see the 
one-sheet posted around town, so I thought; 
“These people know how to put these movies 
out.” They did a great job distributing but they 
also double-billed it with another film they’d 
bought for twenty bucks and they were draining 
it that way. I just don’t think they ever reported 
anything after the initial transaction went down. 
There was a lawsuit - one of the investors in 
Chainsawwas a Texas attorney - and we did get 
a little more money, but not a lot. Finally the con- 
tract expired. I did eventually hear rumours that 
some of the principals at Bryanston were 
“offed.” 



© The Texas Chainsaw Massacre 2: Hooper followed up his masterpiece with a sequel 
twelve years later. 


Did you ever make any significant money off 
the movie? 

Naw, not really. However, when New Line picked 
It up - this was in the very early days of New 
Line, they had a John Waters film or two - we 
saw more money then, and consistently, than 
we’d seen to that date. [Chainsavv\ had been 
through another company briefly after 
Bryanston, so this would have been 76 or so. 
But for about eight years it was reissued to first 
run theatres, every year, with full-page ads. In Its 
initial run, Rex Reed gave it a really great review, 
and the Directors’ Fortnight really helped. It then 
had runs in New York and London that would last 
a year. 

/ thought it was banned in England? 

After that year it was, for 23, 24 years, some- 
thing like that In fact, I bought the first video- 
tape of Chainsaw at Harrod’s in London, but 
right after that they put it on the Video Nasties 
list. 

The myriad of production horror stories 
about Chainsaw are well known so I won't 
bother getting into them here, but are the old 
animosities between yourself and various 
cast and crew members still there? 

I’m not sure, because we’ve lost touch. Howev- 
er, some have stayed in touch, and one of my 
very dear friends was [production designer] 
Robert Burns, and Daniel Pearl [director of pho- 
tography on both the original Chainsaw anti the 
remake] and [screenwriter] Kim Henkel - we are 
still the best of friends. They may be the only 
members of the crew I've had contact with. I 
don’t think I’ve seen or talked to Ed Neal, who 
played the Hitchhiker, since that little burst of 
three or four weeks in August in Texas. That was 
the only contact I’ve had with him in my life, and 
many of the other cast and crew as well, i 


understand some of them still don’t like me, but 
I knew what I wanted and what I needed, it was 
pretty hot, and they were pushed. There was 
also some kind of energy that came up while 
making that film that 1 think was put into the 
actors. 

With Chainsaw being not only a cult hit but 
an iconic film, your fate was pretty much 
decided very early on. Have you ever had the 
urge to leave the horror genre, or do you feel 
that maybe you’re not allowed to leave it? 
Well, John, I’ll tell you: I’ve been trying to leave 
it for most of my career until I finally decided to 
embrace it and make Toolbox Murders. To hell 
with it, you know; I have fun doing this and I'm 
good at It. The projects I was working on are 
mostly horror, a few scl-fi and a couple televi- 
sion things. At Showtime I was able to do one 
comedy, a TV movie called The Apartment Com- 
plex- it was this strange, murderous thing but 
done as a comedy. There’s a script Kim [Henkel] 
and I wrote after Chainsaw that we’ve really 
tried like hell to get produced, a Raymond Chan- 
dler-type thing, kind of like Chinatown. My very 
first film, a short subject, was also a comedy. So 
I would like to have done more comedy, but 
comedy is about timing and turning the page 
over, and some of that same kind of timing 
applies to horror. Having said all that, I hope it 
doesn’t sound like I don’t love the genre, 
because I do and always have, but growing up 
on Fellini and David Lean and all of that, there 
were other things I wanted to do and would like 
to have done. 

What was the audience reaction to Chainsaw 
at Cannes? 

At the initial screening during the Directors’ 
Fortnight, people were pressed up against the 
glass and fighting to get into the theatre. Then 


everyone came in and got seated and they were 
ready to roll the projector when someone called 
In a bomb scare. The theatre was evacuated and 
I, like some kind of idiot, was the last one out - 
captain of the ship and whatnot. I can’t say the 
person’s name, but there was a very wealthy 
guy there and he later told me he had called in 
the bomb scare because the theatre was packed 
and he couldn’t get In! 

Wow, there are a lot of famous stories about 
Chainsaw's production and the public’s 
reaction to it, but that’s one I’ve never actu- 
ally heard! 

Well, there you go! And it’s not something you 
could get away with doing today. 

What did you think of the Chainsaw remake? 

Oh, I thought that as a remake it was really well 
done. I went to the premiere, Jessica Beil was 
certainly good to look at and I thought it had 
strong scares in it. All in all, they did a pretty 
good job. 

I’ve heard that the remake was offered to 
you but you turned it down. 

Yeah, it was a long, ongoing process. I don’t 
know, I just felt that returning to the same terri- 
tory was a gamble someone else should take. 

Looking back at some of your earlier films, 
there's a recurring Hooper motif: two or more 
antagonists working in tandem, an outward- 
ly "normal” person doing the bidding of 
someone or something monstrous. Straker 
and Barlowe, the Cook and Leatherface, the 
Carnival Barker and the Funhouse Monster. 
Does this have its roots in any films or sto- 
ries you grew up on? 

Wow, I’ll have to think about that. I don’t always 
know where these things come from. Some of it 
is intuitive, because when I was growing up, the 
movie theatre became my babysitter. 

Your parents owned one, didn’t they? 

Yes, my dad was in the hotel business and he 
had a movie theatre that he leased out. When I 
was a kid, the ushers and the manager would 
take care of me and they socialized a lot, so I 



^ Angela Bettis in Toolbox Murders 
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saw a movie almost every day of my life until I 
was in my twenties - and 1 was hooked. It also 
didn’t matter if it was a good movie or a bad 
movie; I liked going to bad movies because I felt 
I could team what not to do [laughs]. One time 
when 1 was in my early twenties, I caught myself 
talking to someone in a kind of heated moment, 
and I was walking closer to them and 1 realized 
that I was actually dollying in on them! I realized 
that I’d been seeing things almost as if through 
an aperture. Before I learned to speak, I think I 
learned the language and the grammar of how 
to tell a story with pictures. And I caught myself 
doing that [dollying in] and finally. In a way, kind 
of freed myself. Then when films changed to 
widescreen and Cinemascope, 1 was seeing 
things in Cinemascope! [Laughs] At some point, 
the aperture got wider, and that was a liberating 
thing. 

You broke out with Chainsaw, probably the 
greatest anarchic horror film ever, and fol- 
lowed that up with Eaten Alive, which wasn’t 
successful but similar in tone, and then The 
Funhouse, which was much more conven- 
tionally cinematic but still very visceral. Then 
comes Salem’s Lot which, despite being very 
much a horror film, is a huge stylistic shift: 
very slick, subtle, and deliberately paced. Did 
you feel at that point that you really had to 
prove something to the mainstream? 

Oh yes, very much so. There were a lot of other 
factors too. Salem's Lot was big budget, 
although it would probably be considered low 
budget today, shooting it in 37 days and not only 
getting really slick performances, but also being 
effective and staying close to what I felt Stephen 
King was doing with his novel, Paul Monash 
[Carrie] wrote the teleplay but I was sticking 
close to the images that I saw in the book. So it 
was really interesting and I think it kind of 


proved that my previous success wasn’t just an 
accident. I mean, these are all just personal feel- 
ings, just perceptions, you know, but I really felt 
that Salem’s Lof gave me the opportunity to try 
some magic tricks, like shooting things back- 
ward - you know, like putting one of the Click 
brothers on a wand, so he could float through 
from outside the window. 

I’ve seen Salem’s Lot about twenty times and 
those sequences still creep the shit out of 
me! 

Aw, thanks, JohnI All of that was shot backward 
and choreographed backward. And when Mark 
Petrie [Lance Kerwin] picks up the little plastic 
cross from the Dracula Revell toy and 
kind of slams it toward the window, 
that was all choreographed backward 
too. Also, the Mike Ryerson character 
that Jeffery Lewis played, that shot at 
the end of the first two hours of 
Salem’s Lot [when the young boy in 
the coffin suddenly sits up and 
attacks him], well, you know, human 
beings just can’t sit up that fast. So I 
went through some devices, like if I 
put someone with a paddle behind 
the little boy’s back but if they pushed 
it too hard they could break his neck. So again, 
a simple solution: he just falls back and we 
show it in reverse. 

What did you think of the original Toolbox 
Murders? 

1 only saw the first ten minutes of it. Oh no, wait, 
1 did see it over a period of time. I knew there 
was a handyman in an apartment complex; 
Cameron Mitchell and the little doll and the girl 
tied up in bed, and I realized it was kind of like 
the dinner table scene in Chainsaw. It was crazy 
but it wasn’t convincing because it was playing 
out crazy. And the way to show crazy in a movie 
is to show it in an ironic way - let people act as 
they would in a crazy situation. 


Taking into account the 30-Year chasm 
between The Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre and Toolbox Murders, 
Rue Morgue hereby presents this list 
of highlights from Tobe Hooper's 
career in fllm and television. 




Eggshells 

1974 The Texas Chainsaw 
y. Massacre 

Eaten Alive 

^ mg Salem’s Lot ([>!) 

1979 The Dark ; 

(replaced by John Cardos) 
n 1981 The Funh ouse , ^ 

3 Poltergeist^ > 

Venom ; 

' (rep.laced^jy Piers Haggard) 

1985 Amazing Stories 

(TV Series, episode Miss Stardust) 

1985 Ufetorce 

^98S The Equalizer (TV Series) 

1986 Invaders From Mars 

1986 The Texas Chainsaw Massacre 2 

1988 Freddy’s Nightmares (TV Series) 

1989 Tales From the Crypt 
(TV Series, episode Dead Wait) 

1990 I’m Dangerous Tonight([\l) 

1990 Spontaneous Combustion 

Night Terrors 
Nowiwre Man (VJ Senes) 

1995 The Mangier 



1995 Dark Skies (JV Senes) 

1997 Perveisions of Science 
(TV Series) 

1 999 The J^artment Complex (TV) 

2000 Crocodile 

2000 The Others 

(TV Series, episode Souls On Board) 

2001 Night Wsions 

(TV Series, episode Cargo) 

2902 Shadow Realm 
(TV, segment The Maze) 

2002 Taken 

(TV Series, episode Beyond The Sky) 

2003 Toolbox Murders 

2005 Mortuary (m production) 

compiled by Jen Vuckovic 
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RUE MORGUE has a candid chat with GUNNAR HANSEN just 
as his deranged alter ego, Leatherface, turns 30. 




BVJENVUGKOVIC 
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Well I have no relationship with Tobe, actually. 
But I have no problem with him; I think he did a 
great job as a director and I had a good time 
working with him. I think he’s a little uncom- 
fortable around me though. 


I’m not sure. 1 think he’s uncomfortable around 
everybody, I mean the whole cast. Part of the 
problem might be that Ed Neal [the Hitchhiker] 
was quoted in the LA Times back in about ’76 - 
they did a big two-parter on the whole issue 
with the movie - and he’s quoted in there 
apparently as saying, “The next time i see Tobe 
Hooper, i’ll kill him." Now, 1 talked to Ed about 
that and Ed says that’s not what he said. What 
he said, in fact, was that he was talking about 
how frustrated he was about the movie shoot 
and had sort of laughed and said, “I could just 
kill the guy,” as a joke. And that became; "The 
next time 1 see Tobe Hooper, I'll kill him.” 


Yeah, unfortunately. At least that’s what Ed 
says, but I don't know what Tobe’s issues are 
really. 1 know that when I saw him back in about 
'93 in New York at the Fango Con, he was very 
uncomfortable when he saw me. I walked into 
the signing room and said, “Hey, Tobe!” and he 
jumped up and backed away from me, which 
made me think that he thought I was trying to 
harm him and all I was trying to do was shake 
his hand. 


He didn’t torture us, I mean, we all went through 
what we had to go through in order to do the 
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movie, so I don’t know. I can speculate that per- 
haps he feels guilty but that’s just speculation. 
He really has nothing to feel guilty about. 

'■ us interesting star/ once about 

rr:/ he c- mental y track for the new 
. „... ■ . Care to reflect on that now. 

When we were doing the commentary track a 
few years ago for the restoration of Chainsaw, 
we were waiting around that night in LA at this 
recording studio. Tobe was there and I was 
there and the people producing the commen- 
tary said that the reason we were waiting was 
that, the night before, Tobe had said to them 
that he wouldn’t get into the sound booth with 
me alone, that he wanted someone else in 
there. So we were waiting for [cinematograph- 
er] Danny Pearl, who, in fact, greatly improved 
the commentary because he was so aware of 
the technical issues of making the movie. At any 
rate, I still don’t know what that was all about. 

Vei . -laps ; . issue will help clear things 
- jen you since you’re tcih being so 
■■ . f. ■_ . on, ! .:r.1erstand you turned 

' ;t TCm 2 because you ^vere 
insLi.:- i idea of a sequel to the origi- 
lat -. 

Actually, they offered me the role of Leatherface 
again and I was very interested. The insult was- 
n’t that it was a sequel, the insult was that they 
offered me union minimum plus ten percent, i 
asked them what the ten percent was and they 
said it was for my agent. When 1 toid them 1 did- 
n’t have an agent and that they’d have to make 
me a better offer, and they came back a week 
or two later with union minimum and they had 
dropped the ten percent because I didn’t have 
an agent! So they weren't listening to me at all. 
Basically their attitude was; “It’s a guy in a 
mask, if you want to do it, great, but this is what 
we’re paying.” So I found that very insulting and 
there was no negotiation beyond that because 


they just went and found someone else. Their 
excuse was that they were afraid I would keep 
negotiating ’til it was too late and they didn’t 
want to be stuck, which is a circular argument 
if you think about it. So they weren't interested 
at all in negotiating; we got screwed the first 
time around, why would I allow them to screw 
me a second time? 

Vve also heard that a similar thing hap- 
pened when you were offered a cameo on 
the remake but turned it down because, 
cr.ce again, studio execs weren’t giving you 
the respect you deserved? 

Yes, and there again I was really insulted. First 
of all, it was clear that they didn’t have a clue 
about Chainsaw, because the first thing this 
casting woman said when they called me to 
offer me the cameo was; “This time it’s going to 
be a dark psychological horror movie, not a 
bloodbath like the original.” 

Ha ha! What did you say? 

1 said to her; “Have you ever even see/? the orig- 
inal movie?” And she said; “Oh, yes.” and I 
thought, “no, you haven’t.” What was more dis- 
turbing aboutlt was that it wasn’t herWne, that 
was the producer’s line, which meant that the 
people making the movie hadn’t a clue. So they 
offered me the part of the truck driver at the 
end and the way she behaved toward me was 
as if she thought I was a total Idiot, like I’d 
never been in the movies and I’d be grateful for 
the shot. What she said to me was; “Now, we’re 
being ve/y secretive about the script, but if you 
agree to be in it, I can arrange for you to see 
your pages.” And I said to her; “So, you’re like, 
gonna let me learn my lined>” And 1 found that 
pretty insulting. But the offer, once again, was 
union minimum, and that they weren’t using 
any name brand actors and that they’d all 
agreed to union minimum. 



Surely your name on the poster must have 
been worth more to them than that? 

Well, I said to her; “The oo/y reason you want 
me in your movie is to put my name on your 
poster, and I’m not giving you my name for 
$629. 

So what did you think of the remake? 

Well, I thought they missed the point with the 
remake. I think it's a big mistake to explain 
Leatherface away and then to unmask him 
because the reason that Leatherface is such 
a frightening character is that he’s unknown. 
You don’t know what’s behind the mask, you 
don’t know what’s going on with him, he’s 
human but not quite. And once you reduce 
him to a kid with a skin condition, then he is 
just human. 

Absolutely, he’s no longer a monster and, 
in fact, someone you could perhaps even 
sympathize with. 

YesI What you've done is turned him into a kid 
who went to Columbine High School. I mean, 
look what happened with Darth Vader when 
they unmasked him, he was just an old guy 
with a scar and it’s presumptuous of the film- 
makers to think they have the right to do that. 
My second big problem with the movie is, 
who is in the family? What are their relation- 
ships? I think the power of Chainsaw Mas- 
sacre - and not the shocking power, but the 
part that makes people want to keep seeing it 
and thinking about it - is that you have a fam- 
ily here that’s very well defined. Apparently 
that didn’t dawn on the people making the 
new Chainsaw, they evidently didn’t think 
that had anything to do with the power of the 
film. I thought the movie was a cop-out, I 
thought they avoided emotional issues for the 
sake of blood. 


How do you i' ink Am- Dr '\:rsk' 
your shoes? 

Oh, I thought he did fine, I don’t have any 
argument with Andrew at all, he did a great 
job with what he was given. Every Chainsaw 
movie has had a different Leatherface and 
each actor plays the character uniquely. So I 
may not care for the Leatherface that they 
created, but that’s not Andrew’s problem, 
that’s the filmmaker’s problem. 

Chai-^saw is somethirz you 30 ^ 
ago and, since then, no one i-as 
you forget about it /re you c c • ‘-VTy ; 
being Leatherface? 

Well, I’m not tired of being thought of as 
Leatherface but, after a while, even handing 
me a chainsaw in a movie is a little obvious. I 
was talking to a director I recently worked on 
a picture with, in which I had a chainsaw... 

You mean Chainsav: S r . 

Yeah, well, in the sequel he wanted me to 
have a chainsaw again and 1 said; “Let’s not 
do that, why don’t I pick up a handsaw, or a 
whole succession of implements but never 
use a chainsaw, but put one in the scene 
where it’s clearly obvious I could grab it but 
never do. Let’s do something where it’s not 
just the chainsaw." Because it’s true, it’s 
starting to get old and it’s just too easy, too 
obvious a gag. But you know, it was fun to do 
in Mosquito [1995] because I had that great 
line; “I haven’t held one of these babies in 
twenty years. It feels good.” 

Happy 30th birthday Leatherface. r/r: 
forthenightmrs:: % 



Sheri Moon gets it in Toolbox Murders. 


As in Chainsaw's “You’re just a cook!" 
exchange. 

Yes, exactly. “You're just a cook!” and “Look 
what your brother did to the door!” Those things 
took almost five years to get a laugh out of the 
audience! A year or so ago I read an interview 
with Tony DiDio, the producer of both Toolbox 
films, about how he got two writers and told 
them to try to make something iike Chainsaw. 

With Toolbox being essentially a child of 
Chainsaw, in remaking it did you feel a need 
to return to a 70s sensibility, the way so 
many other filmmakers have tried to do over 
the last few years? 

I felt I needed to have as many shock-jumps in 
there as I could manage to work in, what George 
Romero and Tom Savini call “chair-jumpers”, 
and that isn’t easy to do. A lot of that is sleight- 
of-hand and misdirection, almost a carniva- 
lesque thing. The films of the ’70s had a lot ot 
jumps in them, and almost invariably you’d have 
about three of them - that was considered a 
good horror show if you had three, or maybe 
four. And if you design a film so it has seven or 
eight or even ten, then something really extraor- 
dinary begins happening on the fourth or fifth 
one. In a test screening [of Toolbox\ I heard 
screams, but they were a different nature of 
screams. There was pain twisted in it. And 1 
found that the girls threw their hands out side- 
ways and [accidentally] slapped the guy or girl 
next to them, and when you got to six or seven, 
the guys would have their fists doubled up and 
would throw their arms back and [inadvertently] 
punch their girlfriends! At eight to nine, there 
were two people with broken glasses. To me, 
that's carnival, it’s fun, you know, the whole 
roller-coaster ride, it’s what you expect, what 
you want. I think the service of all this is to expel 
a buildup of tension and emotion, and it’s good 
to get rid of, even if it's just five minutes until you 
face reality on the street again. It’s every bit as 
valid and honourable as causing tears or laugh- 
ter. It’s almost like alchemy, getting to the gold. 

There’s a shot near the end ofToolbox where 
Angela Bettis’ character looks down over a 
railing and sees the killer looking up at her 





^ Retro Massacre; Toolbox is director Tobe Hooper’s return to form. 


lOILBDX: AS II WAS 

Starring Angela BetUs and Tobe Hooper 
Directed by Kevin Ford & Chris Sivertson 
Mo-Freek.com 


Kevin Ford, the real-life boyfriencf of Tool- 
box Murders star Angela Bettis. cO'directed 
this documentary on the entire shoot, much 
like he did on the made-for-TV Came, in 
vvhteh Bettis also starred. The result is Tool- 
box: As It Was, a title that says It pretty much 
as it is. 

Although ft)rd and co-director Chris Sivert- 
son playfully interject a few quick scenes in 
which co-star Brent Roam is seen offing the 
cast and crew one by one, the documentary 
contents itsetf to simply train the lens on the 
action and let things play out. Toolbox: As It 
Was, is therefore best described as a memoir 
on the shooting of the movie, since all of the 
footagahere concentrates on what happened 
on^et^with the exception of a few scenes 
from-the wrap party. 

Overalh it appears that everyone invoived 
was hyped to be working on Toolbox Murders, 
especially Bettis, who is seen at one point 
telling her agent in no uncertain terms that 
she only warts to continue to work with 
artiste, and not with people who are just 
going to offer her a ton of money. Rob Zombie 
shows up at some point to watch his wife get 
bludgeoned wiOi a hammer’s claw and some 
of the film’s more distinctive scenes are 
played out hi revealing behind-the-scenes 
footage. 

The real treat, however, is watehing Hoop- 
er work. The man who has notoriously avoid- 
ed the press and whose machinations have 
been all but a mystery for the past 30 years, 
is unusually comfortable going about the 
business of gettirig the film finished (on time 
and under budget!). Although Hooper does not 
grant this documentary a proper interview in 
any significant sense of the word, it's enough 
to watch him fiddle around with power tools 
to justify the entire exercise. 

Apparentiy, Hooper dug the results of the 
documentary enough to help release it some- 
time next year, and our guess is that it will 
end up as a supplement on the DVD. 

Rod Gudino 


almost identical to a shot at the climax of 
Blue Velvet, where Kyle McLaughlan looks 
over a stairwell railing and locks eyes with 
Dennis Hopper. Was your shot a direct quote? 

Hmm... no. Well, you know, maybe - you do 
things like that subconsciously a lot, and I do 
know the moment in Blue Velvet you're talking 
about. I also loved the Yellow Man standing up 
dead! It’s real but it’s a first time experience, I 
love that. But yeah, that could be a reference. 
You know, I never thought of that but we do 
these things out of bits and pieces of memory, 
and films evolve out of the recycling of emotions 
and images. What I did do intentionally in that 
scene was when he takes his mask off and 
throws his head back and looks at her upside 
down, that was to make him harder to compre- 
hend - that’s how I feel about showing these 
things. I loved the way that, in Alien, Ridley Scott 
showed the Giger creature just in bits and 
pieces. It was much more frightening because 
you couldn’t get your head around what the 
damn thing looked like. 


Was Angela Bettis your first choice for the 
lead in loQ\hox? 

Oh, yeah. Angela’s great. 


As you can probably imagine, she’s pretty 
popular here at the Morgue. I take it you 
were pretty impressed with May? 

I loved May, totally loved that picture. And I also 
used the same director of photography, Steve 
Yedelin, who Lucky McKee used for May. This 
guy is great, I think he knows every lens 
Panavision has ever made, what year the 
lens was made in and the molecular 
structure of the glass because of 
the temperature on the day it was 
made [laughs]. The whole Toolbox 
cast is really good; Juliet Landau, 

Sheri Moon - there’s something 
very real about all those actors. 

It’s minimalist; they’re not perform- 
ing, they’re existing inside the situation. 


Well, Toolbox certainly does have a great 
look, kind of authentically grimy like Chain- 
saw anrf Eaten Alive. 

We did the digital intermediate to make it kind of 
grim and dark, even darker than you expect to 
see in cinema - absolute blacks and the satura- 
tion of colours, it kind of puts you back in time. 
Ever since The Godfather, there’s something 
about that look that just throws you back into 
earlier times. 


Tve heard you were slated to direct Return of 
the Living Dead tV andM. What happened? 

I was, and then I went up to Canada to do the 
pilot for Taken and it went to someone else, then 
someone else, then came back around to me 
through several producers. Both films have been 
made now, and I’m not even sure what country 
they were shot in. It got more and more imprac- 
tical to do these films in some other country and 
take an American cast along. 


Were cuts made to the gore in Toolbox? The 
driil-through-the-back-of -the -head 
sequence has that look to it. 

Yeah, there’s about twenty seconds, maybe 30 
seconds gone from where that scene went so 
over-the-top, where the drill was coming out of 
Juliet Landau’s mouth [laughs]. The MPAA said, 
“That’s not happening.” God bless the MPAA, 
huh? 


Any plans for a Toolbox sequel? 

Yeah, Adam Gerasch and 
Chase Anderson are writing 
it now but we’re moving 
on at the moment, 
though. I’m doing 
another script of 
theirs called Mortu- 
ary that’s horrific again 
in that way I mentioned 
earlier, about that character 
I’ve been cast into in life. I’m 
going to make things very scary 
from now on. S .y/' 
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Hob Zonblo praps Th 0 Devil 's Dejects, his saqual to 
Mouse of 1000' Corpses with a raanlon of soma of tha Dost 
Danorabla nanas to avar soak tha rad scraan. 
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The CLASS of '77 


^ ^ ^ 


Jen Vuckovic and Rod Gudino 



W inter. 1977. The Firefly house is in fiames and its band of 
depraved redneck crazies are on the run from the law. 
After a 50-cop raid and deadiy firefight, the surviving members 
of the family are forced to abandon Ruggsville and their beloved 
house of 1000 corpses, along with Captain Spauiding’s cher- 
ished Murder Ride. Meanwhile, Sheriff George Wydell has enlist- 
ed the help of hardened bounty hunters to capture and destroy 
his brother’s murderers. The Fireflys are desperate, fugitive, and 
at a new levei of derangement as they cut a bloody swath across 
the country, maimin’, rapin’ an’ kiiiin’ iike it was free. 

So begins The Devil's Rejects, Rob Zombie’s highly publicized 
sequel to House of 1000 Corpses, itself an homage to the dirty, 
gritty horror films of the 1970s. And while fans were heavily 
divided on the results, they all went out to see it in droves, mak- 
ing Lions Gate Fiims very, very happy. With a planned theatrical 
release on 3000 screens (the company’s biggest to date) some- 


time in the first quarter of 2005, Rejects is shaping up to be 
everything Zombie wanted to do his first time out. Learning from 
the mistakes he was apt to make with his debut, the novice 
director insists he put those missteps to work in favour of 
Rejects, which he says is a more serious film. 

“There’s a lot of things in the first movie that I had to take out 
or tone down because I thought they wouldn’t fly,” Zombie told 
Rue Morgue on a blistering hot summer day at a remote, dusty 
ranch in the final days of production. “When I started [Rejects], it 
ended up taking on a reaiiy dark tone, much more in tune with 
something like [Martin Scorsese’s] Taxi Driver or rferrence Mai- 
ick’s] Badlands. The violence in it is very real, very gritty, and 
none of it is everfunny. I think peopie are going to be shocked 
when they see it.” 

What was witnessed on set is certainiy indicative that things 
have become darker and meaner: imagine Otis, looking much 
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The Ruggsville ’77: Rob Zombie reunites a committed cast of all-star horror troopers in his follow-up 
to House of 1 000 Corpses. 


older, and miserably nailed to a chair. Or Tiny (burnt 
to a crisp, care of FX artist Wayne Toth) dragging 
the naked corpse of a woman by her hair to do 
god-knows-what. Or officer George Wydell (played 
by Tom Towles) beating, torturing, and finally pour- 
ing gasoline all over the Fireflys who are all 
strapped to chairs. And, as the cast was fond of 
saying that day, “that ain’t the half of it.” 

“The thing that happens with horror movie 
sequels is that the first movie’s always good and 
everything else sucks,” says Zombie, “because you 
take these characters that are scary and you make 
them lovable - they become like Freddy Krueger or 
Michael Myers, they become a joke. What I wanted 
to do was take these characters that were already 
kind of likeable and make them despicable. 
Spaulding, Baby and Otis are disgusting people, 
especially Otis - he’s a filthy, rapist piece of shit 
good-for-nothing in this movie, but people will still 
like him because he’s charismatic and cool.” 

Aside from those familiar faces. Zombie has 
added a few new characters to the story. In fact, in 
a genre coup that is bound to strike up a new trend 
in horror filmmaking, he has recruited a veritable 
canon of old guard horror and cult actors, including 
Ken (Dawn of the Dead) Foree, who plays Captain 
Spaulding’s brother (see sidebar). Geoffrey 
(Salem's Lot, 1979) Lewis, Michael (The Hills Have 
Eyes) Berryman, Steve (Helter Skelter) Railsback, 
Tom (Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killei) Towles, P.J. 
(Halloween) Soles, Mary (Silent Night, Bloody Night) 
Woronov, and cameos by ’80s porn starlet Ginger 
Lynn and Leslie (the hard-nosed, pervy Sgt. Calla- 
han from Police Academy)) Easterbrook, who 
replaces Karen Black as Mother Firefly. 

What many of these actors have in common is 


that they are known especially - and sometimes 
exclusively - for their work in the genre dating 
back to the decade in which the film is set. For 
many. The Devil’s Rejects will present a belated 
return to - and in some cases a first try at - mak- 
ing an appearance in a studio-funded horror movie. 

Foree, who became a cult icon following his star- 
ring role in George Romero’s Dawn of the Dead 
and, to a lesser extent. In Stuart Gordon's From 
Beyond and Jeff Burr’s Leatherface: The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre III, simmered into a career of 
quiet B-movies like Night of the Warrior (1991), 
Sleepstalker (1 995) and appearances on General 
Hospital and Kenan & Kel. Nevertheless, his high 
visibility at horror conventions across North Ameri- 
ca and recognizability as a cult actor guaranteed 
him a cameo as a preacher in Zach Snyder’s 
ramped-up Dawn remake last year. 

P.J. Soles, who once worked under the likes of 
Brian De Palma and John Carpenter, went on to a 
career in movies, most of which reinforced her cult 
status, with appearances in flicks like Rock ’n’ Roll 
Highschool (1979), William Lustig’s Uncle Sam 
(1 997) and more recently Mirror, Mirror IV: Reflec- 
tion (2000). Echoing what a lot of fans have won- 
dered about the girl who once chided Laurie Strode 
for not wanting to hook up with a guy on Halloween 
night, the band Local H named an album after her 
titled, simply, Whatever Happened To P.J. Soles? 

Michael Berryman reached cult stardom with his 
portrayal of the vicious Pluto in two Hills Have Eyes 
movies, and later fell into three decades of playing 
mutants and maniacs in movies like Weird Science 
(1985) Voyage of the Rock Aliens (1988), Double 
Dragon (1994), and so on. 

"These people were in all the movies i grew up 



BILL MOSELEY OTIS 


“1 am the devil and I am here to do 
the devil’s work.” 

Most Likely To Appear In: Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre 2, Night of the 
Living Dead (1990), Army of Darkness 



SID HAIG CAPTAII\I SPAOLDiniG 

“If you are gonna start the killing, 
you best start it right here.” 

Most Likely To Appear In: Spider Baby, 
THX 1138, Galaxy of Terror 



MICHAEL BERRYMAN CLEVON 

“Did you hear what he called me, 
Boss? I ain’t no chicken fucker.” 

Most Likely To Appear In: The Hills Have 
Eyes, Deadly Blessing, The Hills Have 
Eyes II 

^15 . 
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“You’ve got to hustle that pussy, baby. 
Find a new angle and you might attract a 
higher clientele.” 

Most Likely To Appear In; Dawn of the Dead, From 
Beyond, Leatherface: Texas Chainsaw Massacre ill 


Tell me about your new character in The 
Devil’s Rejects, the smooth Mr. Charlie Aita- 
mont 

The famous Charlie Altamont. Well, Charlie is 
Captain Spaulding’s brother - “a brother from 
another mother” as they like to say. He’s not 


really a killer, but he s a pimp and he has a fron- 
tier funtown which is a slew of bordellos full of 
whores. 

I see. So he’s our kind of guy! 

Well yeah, he’s definitely a guy you gotta love! 
He’s spent most of his life involved in every kind 
of scheme and scam to make quick cash that 
usually borders the line of legality. He’s not part 
of the killing spree that his brother’s involved in 
but he is part of the family. He’s always gotten 
his brother into trouble, his brother's gotten him 
into trouble, and they’ve been in prison together 
as a result of the schemes they’ve been involved 
in, because most of them end up going a little 
crazy. The funtown was supposed to be a legiti- 
mate vacation spot and resort but unfortunately 
it went bust and he had to make money, so he 
changed it into a whoretown, which is doing 
much better for him. That’s Charlie Altamont, 
he’s a lively character and a lot of fun, I had a 
blast playing him. 

/ understand he ultimately harbours the Fire- 
fly family when they’re on the run? 

Oh absolutely, he harbours them, he’s part of the 


family and he s certainly a protector of them. His 
allegiance, of course, is to himself first of all, 
because Charlie’s a very selfish person. He 
doesn't go around slaying people like the rest of 
them, but does get into a lot of weird situations 
where he has to use his wit and charm to out- 
think his adversaries and get out of trouble. 

Were you interested in the role of Charlie 
Altamont or did Rob have you in mind from 
the get-go? 

Rob loves me! I mean, the man loves me, what 
can I tell you? It’s getting ridiculous actually, 
rumours are floating all around Hollywood, I’ve 
gotta call him and tell him he’s got to calm it 
down a little bit [laughs]. Really, from what he 
tells me, he had me in mind the whole time. I 
had the script for a while and I went in to talk to 
him for about ten minutes. We laughed, joked, 
played around, developed a very strong sexual 
relationship, and that was it, I had the part! 
[Laughs] 

You know this is all on the record right? 

He’ll kill me for this, I know. Luckily he’s got a 
great sense of humour... I hope! 


Class Valedictorian: KEN FOREE 

Interview by Jen Vuckovic 




GEOFFREY LEWIS ROY SULUVAN 


“You spend one second in that pen and 
that bull will have his horn up your 
ass and sticking out your pecker.” 

Most Likely To Appear In: High Plains 
Drifter, Saiem's Lot, The Lawnmower Man 


Holy Miss Moly, got me a live one! Ring in the 
new year by fondling your favourite redneck 
nutjobs at the movie theatre. And we’re talkin’ 
‘bout NECA’s upcoming line of H01KC and 
Devil’s Rejects action figures, you pervs. New 
sculpts include All-American Captain Spaulding, 
two different takes on Otis, Tiny in all his burned 
and bandaged glory (with removable cloth hood 
and stump!), an 18” Spaulding, the infamous Dr, 
Satan and, last but not least, Baby - which is 
about as close as you’ll ever get to copping a 
feel without getting your hands cut off. Corrupt- 
ing shelves in early 2005 so... run, rabbit, run! 

More Info at vvww.necaoniine.com 

Jen Vuckovic 


STEVE RAILSBACK SHERIFF KB\I DWYER 

“Jesus Christ, what a fucking mess. 
There must a 100 yards of bloody 
asphalt and corpse chunks.” 

Most Likely To Appear In: Helter Skeiter, 
Lifeforce 


watching and - let’s face it - they were fucking 
cool,” Zombie says adamantly. “I always thought 
people like Ken never got to do enough, they 
always got these tiny little roles with two lines. 
That’s a travesty, so I gave them substantial 
parts in The Devil's Rejects." 

Naturally, The Devil's Rejects - much like 
House of 1000 Corpses- takes place in the late- 
70s, a time when the genre was cranking out 
some of the most realistic horror films ever 
made. 

■'Those movies are the most effective,” Zom- 
bie asserts. "I really think that during the ’80s 
and ’90s, horror movies got stupid. They got 
funny and silly, they looked too slick, and they 
just weren't scary. But when you’re watching 
Last House on the Left, it’s unnerving because it 
looks so real. In the '70s nohiing was funny, we 
went from Peckinpah violence to goofy, action 
bullshit movies. I mean, everything about the 
'80s was just horrible.” 

Nevertheless, Zombie is quick to point out 
that, despite its verisimilitude to ’70s horror 
films, The Devil's Rejects m\\ be no mere mimic. 

“Wes Craven, Tobe Hooper and John Carpen- 
ter are products of the ’60s Vietnam generation, 
and I’m a product of the films they made in the 
’70s as a result of that political turmoil,” he says. 
“That first wave of stuff that nails you as a kid is 
what scars you for life - for good or for bad. So 
I’m not trying to make an homage to those films, 
those are just the movies I love, whether it’s The 
Texas Chainsaw Massacre or Taxi Driver." 

Despite varied opinions on House of 1000 
Corpses, Zombie maintains that people who 
liked his first movie will love The Devil’s Rejects 
and the people who hated House will love the 
sequel. Still, if there is any truth to what one of 
the CEOs of Lions Gate recently remarked ("This 
film makes House of 1000 Corpses seem like 
Finding Nemo”), this will be a class reunion we 
will want to attend. S; 


The Ruggsville 77: "The violence in [Rejects] is very real, very gritty, and none of it is 
everfunny,” says Zombie. "I think people are going to be shocked when they see it.” 






A few issues ago, we introduced you to the bizarre 
world of Japanese horror manga with junji Ito. Now, meet 
Hideshi Hino, japan’s original master of perverse, surreal, 
graphic horror, currently making its way into North America. 


eriOan’AieiMO^ 


N OW that North America is in the midst of a 
full-scale Japanese horror invasion, the 
impression is that if you’ve seen Ringu, Ju- 
On, or anything by Takashi Miike, then you know 
all there is to know. Yeah, well, think again, 
because you know nothing until you’ve gazed at 
the wholly bizarre, surreal and deeply terrifying 
visions of one Hideshi Hino. Imagine if you will, 
an old man attacked by a vengeful ghost that 
explodes from a pustule on his back; or a bullied 
outcast who morphs into a murderous sewer- 
dwelling caterpillar; or a child who murders his 
abusive mother and bonds with the rotting foe- 
tus inside her corpse. 

These are the wretched 
spawn of Japan’s most prolific 
and influential horror manga 
artist. Over the past 37 years, 

Hino has created over 200 
books festering with surreal 
terror where diseased 
mutants, hideous insects, 
anguished monsters and evil 
spirits infect families ravaged 
by mental illness, physical 
abuse, perverse obsessions 
and painful addiction. 

Anchored by the dominant 
theme of a need for accep- 
tance which often results in strangely poetic sit- 
uations where even the most horrific transgres- 
sions are as likely to be a blessing as a curse, 
Hino’s stories are equally shocking and com- 
pelling. His protagonists might eat maggots, 
play with bodies in the sewer and even torture 
animals, but they’re driven by the most basic of 
human desires. 

Following the aforementioned North American 
hunger for Japanese horror and the success of 
younger surrealist Junji Ito (RM#39), combined 
with their easy cross-cultural reach, Hino’s tales 
have become ripe for release in North America. 


“Even though I draw grotesque manga, I think 
that you can’t really distinguish between Japan- 
ese and Western people,” Hino told Rue Morgue 
in a recent interview. “I think that deep inside, 
everybody has some dark grotesque part of 
them. Thanks to that, it’s not difficult for Western 
people to understand my work or to translate it 
into English.” 

Two of Hino’s most popular titles, Panorama of 
Hell and Hell’s Baby, were published in the US 
by Blast Books in the ’90s, and now Cocoro 
Books - through DH Publishing (dhp- 
online.com) - is in the process of making hun- 
dreds of the artist’s other stories available to 
English-speaking audiences. 
Since April, fourteen Hino hor- 
ror books - most of them just 
shy of 200 pages - have been 
released, with a total of six- 
teen planned for 2004, and 
even more in the works for 
2005. Presently, the oldest tale 
is Black Cat, which was pub- 
lished in Japan in the late 
’70s. 

Although born in Manchuria, 
China in 1946, Hino spent his 
formative years in Japan, 
where he had moved as a 
young boy. And though the grim images of car- 
nage in his work are usually cited as the result 
. of the prevalent mass-destruction in the post- 
war country, Hino disputes this. 

“A long time ago, I learned about the horrors 
of war from my parents,” he says, "but the war 
did not influence my works or my outlook.” 

The Japanese landscape may have had a 
subliminal effect, but a more immediate artistic 
influence was Masaki Kobayashi’s seminal 1 962 
samurai film Seppuku, which deals with suicide 
by ritual disembowelment (i.e, “seppuku”). After 
seeing it, Hino yearned to become a filmmaker. 
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Creepy Kid: Hino ’s work is often mistaken for children 's literature. 


but after entertaining high Suddenly i understood my true calling. Bradbury ed lines, and his iines are all relativeiy straight 

school classmates with his was known as the ‘Poet of Western Science Fic- and pretty." 

drawings, he gravitated tion,’ but I would become the ‘Poet of Japanese Eschewing Ito’s detailed realism, Hino opts for 
towards manga. Science Fiction.”' an unusual hybrid style that employs intricate 

Hino started out self-pub- Hino’s tendencies, however, naturally led him and heavily-shaded backgrounds and objects, 
lishing comics with a group of artists and, at one into the poetry of horror. He's considered a major combined with simple looking characters with 

point, applied to become an animator but, not inspiration to other horror manga artists such as round doll faces. There are similarities to 

surprisingly, he was rejected, mainly because Maruo Suehiro {Planet of the Jap, Mr. Arashi’s Edward Gorey or Tim Burton, although Hino is 

his style wasn’t suitable to what was then con- Amazing Freak ShoWf and Kanako Inuki {the much more graphic, 

sidered a children's medium. His break eventu- French-translated La Femme Defiguree), but his “It makes me very happy that I can show my 

ally came from an acquaintance in publishing Poe-influenced style is mostly felt in the mutat- work in various different forms to many types of 

who had space to fill in a magazine. Hino's con- ing bodies, mentally destructive obsessions and people," he says, adding that “it's just getting 
tribution earned him a regular spot on its pages, surreal backdrops he shares with ito. people to look at and enjoy them in the first 

His popularity grew and, in 1 978, he put out his “I’ve never met him personally,” says Hino, place that is not so easy,” in reference to the fact 
first graphic novel. “but when Junji Ito appeared i knew that an that his work is often mistakenly categorized 

"Originally I drew small comic strips, but amazing new talent had emerged. When 1 saw because of the cover art which is more indica- 
sketching the simple 1 -i-l =2 left to right strips the movie Uzumaki I thought that his situation of tive of a children’s book than anything else, 

(a.k.a. “gag-manga”), did not give me much the everyday crumbling into a bizarre new world Amazon, for example, incorrectly categorizes 
pleasure," he recalls. “Then, one day, I happened was much like my own works. The difference Hino's adult-themed material as “Young Adult.” 
to see The Illustrated Man by the famous writer between he and I is that his pictures are much In addition, store owners find that the books are 

Ray Bradbury, and it hit me like a lightning bolt, prettier than mine. My drawings are full of twist- sometimes held up at customs because agents 
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Hmo HoggOR #1: 

Tgg H€o Sg/uce 

Hideshi Hino 

Cocoro Books/DH Publishing 

Imagine Z/t/gy falling through Fulci’s Gaies 
of Hell and you’ve got an idea of what Cocoro 
Books’ first Hino release is like. Detailing a 



neurotic boy's nightmare terror trip, The Red 
Snake is best described as a funhouse of 
transgression. 

Resembling a mix of the aforementioned 
pinhead and Peter Lorre in his declining 
years, the beleaguered child skulks around 
his family’s demented home, which is locat- 
ed in a dark forest that leads him in circles 
when he tries to leave. His father breeds 
insects to feed their chickens, and any birds 
that don’t keep up egg production are killed, 
fed to the other fowl, and have their heads 
hung from the ceiling. Then there’s grandma, 
who thinks she is a chicken and site on a 



Guinea Pig: A particularly repulsive scene from Mermaid in a Manhole. 


also assume they are chil- who’s drugged and wakes up in a basement 
dren’s stories. Laurence where a white-faced man slowly dismembers 
Bush.authorofthe/ls/anWor- and disembowels her for the camera. 
ror Encyclopedia, describes The Guinea Pig series has become so notori- 


Hino’s work as, “the Japanese equivalent of DC ous in the world of gore cinema, that two leg- 
horror comics of the 1 960s,’’ adding that, "[Hino] ends have sprung up around it. The first is that 


portrays nightmares, illusions and insanity with it was based on a real snuff video that mysteri- 


convincing skill. He looks at the real world with ously arrived on Hino's doorstep one day, which 
Hino-vision penetrating to the gory, queasy sub- he surrendered to the police. The second, and 


strata below the happy exterior of hearth, home more likely story, is that actor Charlie Sheen saw 


nest. Slightly more centred 
is sis, who obsesses over 
the bugs she steals from 
dad. Only the boy’s mother 
could be sane, if it wasn’t for 
her daily chore of applying 
egg to the giant pustule on 
grandpa’s face; a ritual he 
welcomes with almost sexu- 
al gratification. 

As the boy ponders a giant 
miiTor in one of the corri- 
dors, grandpa warns him 
that the mirror is, in fact, the 
barrier between the house 
and Hell. When he dreams 
about seeing past it, the seal 
breaks and snakes pour out which feed on 
his sister's blood at night. Things get more 
surreal when a mutant baby is born, the fam- 
ily members tear into each other, and the boy 
goes on a hallucinogenic journey through 
Hell. 

Almost every page of The Red Snake offers 
up new and unusually grotesque horrors 
while also playing off those that came before. 
Hino liberally applies the black ink for plenty 
of detail and shadow in his oppressive set- 
tings, which become increasingly strange 
and manic. Sometimes the effect is over- 
whelming, but overall it’s a captivating spook 
show. Bring on the madness. 

Dave Alexander 


and family.” 

Nevertheless, an artist like 
Hino could never have devel- 
oped in North America’s more 
traditionally conservative 
comic book climate, but only 
in Japan, where manga is 
known for its explicit vio- 
lence, gore and sexual con- 
tent. There, he is a god, which 
explains the availability of 
grotesque - yet oddly cute - 
action figures based on sev- 
eral of his mutant characters. 
It also explains the interest 
that the film community there 
has taken in him. 

“Movie adaptation talks have been going on 
for a very long time,” he notes. “Drawing manga 
is a fairly natural thing, but you would think live 
action would end up being unnatural and 
strange and difficult to realize. However, thanks 
to the enthusiasm of my manic fans, this time 
they’ve reached the cinema. Each has a differ- 
ent writer and director so I’m looking forward to 
seeing them.” 

Anyone familiar witti the Guinea Pig f\\m series 
knows that Hino has stepped behind the camera 
himself to direct two of the most infamous Asian 
gore films of all time. The first was Guinea Pig 2: 
Flower of Flesh and Blood, a 42-minute shot-on- 
video fake snuff movie dating back to 1985. 
Written by Hino, Guinea Pig 2 is about a woman 


the movie at a party and reported it to the FBI, 
which led to investigations as to the authentici- 
ty of the video in both the US and Japan. It was, 
of course, proved a fake. 

“Before drawing manga I had dreamed of 
becoming a movie director,” says Hino enthusi- 
astically. “What fun I could have had if there 
were an 8mm camera at home when I was a 
child; perhaps I could have become as good as 
Spielberg!” 

Hino’s only other crack at filmmaking to date 
was Guinea Pig 4: Mermaid In a Manhole. It was 
made in 1988, and was also shot on video and 
penned by the artist. More representative of the 
imagination in Hino’s manga work, it features a 
struggling artist who goes into the sewers for 
inspiration and returns with a mermaid he rec- 
ognizes from childhood. Suffering from some 
sort of disease, she mutates and decays into a 
horrible creature that vomits worms and oozes 
pus - the very stuff the artist uses to paint her 
portrait! 

Unearthed Films (www.unearthedfilms.com) 
recently released both movies as part of the 
Guinea Pig series, works that have been 
described by one critic as “the most infamous 
examples of what is seen as the depraved 
nature of Japanese popular culture.” 

For his part, Hino says he made the movies as 
an extension of his grotesque manga writing and 
felt no need to make a different style of work. 

Look for Hino’s translated graphic novels, now 
available at bookstores all over North America. % 
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NECA 

www.necaonline.com 


Available Exclusively at Suncoast and 
Media Play this November! 


The first figure from NECA's 
brand new series from Rob 
Zombie's House of 1000 Corpses 
and The Devil's Rejects. 

Captain Spaulding is 7 " scale, 
fully poseable and highly 
detailed. Features 
Removable Hat, Pistol. Bag of 
Fried Chicken, Monster Hand Key Chain, and 
Interchangeable Hands. 


Watch for Series I, January 2005: 

All American Captain Spaulding, 

Corpses Otis (with skull face & lantern) 
Dr. Satan (with torture tools & mask). 
Tiny (with stump X removable hood). 
Dejects Otis (with knife S guns). 
Baby (with shotgun & knife) 


www.rob 2 ombie.com 
www.houseof 1 0OOcorpses.com 
www.thedevilsrejects.com 
© 2004 Lions Gate 
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famous writer once wrote that for every living 
human being there are 200 ghosts, for that is the 
" ratio by which dead outnumber the living. If that is 
true, then maybe the world is overrun with phantoms, 
and the living are little more than squatters passing 
through their realm. Maybe our corporeal selves can’t 
see the world for what it really is, a place that might look 
like any of Simon Marsden’s eerie photographs - photos 
that depict a world that is empty and abandoned, and yet 
charged with an ethereal glow of the intangible. 

Uncanny, unsettling, Marsden’s photographs have 
become commonplace in the genre, regularly gracing 
the covers of the latest ghost story anthologies or books 
tracing the fog-shrouded histories of ancient ruins. The 
Marsden photo archive is a library of crumbling castles 
and medieval effigies, moonlit abbeys and ivy-clad 
churches, sinister villages and decaying cottages, 
gnarled trees and forbidding woods, graveyards and gar- 
goyles, cadavers and skulls... and lots and lots of cross- 
es. 

“I am attracted to anything that is strange, whether it 
be haunted houses, statues, mysterious landscapes or 
people,” says Marsden. “My ideal is a vast gothic ruin - 
for me these buildings are symbols of a vast stillness, a 
silence more powerful than man. It is a universal sub- 
conscious, a mystical and spiritual solitude - their ivy- 
clad windows, soaring towers and crumbling walls cre- 
ating a timeless melancholy of death, enveloped by the 
chill of the supernatural.” 

This “timeless melancholy of death” is rendered pre- 
cisely to give the effect that almost everything glimpsed 
by Marsden’s lens is imbued with an otherworldly aura. 
Surprisingly, he reveals that he achieves this unique 
effect without the aid of a computer. 

“I have an old 35mm camera and use mostly infrared 
film for its ethereal qualities, where day is turned into 
night and the final print has more of the quality of an 
etching than a photograph,” says Marsden. “However, 
the printing is where the real creative process begins for 
me. Going into the darkroom is like entering another 
world where patience is the key and time can stand still. 
I try to put all of myself into each image and for every 



Vlad Dracui's Palace in Tirgoviste, Romania and (top) Statue of Vlad Dracul in the Park of Tirgoviste, 
Romania. 
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1 AH ATTRACTED TO ANYTHING THAT IS STRANGE. imiiTi 

BMNTIi HiOiS, SUES. HISTERliS LASiSCAPES OR PEOPLE," MM MAiSiEN 



Clockwise: Culverthorpe Hail in Lincolnshire, England. Detail on Sarcophagus, Schioss Weissenfels, Sachsen- 
Anhalt, Germany. Bamburgh Castle in Northumberland, England. Funerary Monument in Notre Dame, Paris. 
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Directed by Jason Figgis 
October Eleven Pictures 

When it comes to ghost stories, the 
best ones are always the ones that are 
true. Weii okay, maybe the ones that 
purport to be true. Which may be why 
this documentary on the work and 
working phiiosophy of Simon Marsden 
manages to chiii the biood and even 
give a couple of well-timed jolts, 
despite the fact that its subject - a mid- 
dle-aged Brit full of dry contemplation - 
is not the most charismatic individual 
on the planet. 

What The Twilight Hour has going for 
it is Marsden’s knowledge of crumbling 
castles and sinister 
mansions across Ire- 
land, and director 
Jason Figgis’ inge- 
nuity at incorporat- 
ing his subject’s idio- 
syncratic approach 
to photography into 
the actual filmmak- 
ing. Shot in such a 
way as to recreate 
the stark ultraviolet 
black and white which infuses much of 
his work, The Twilight Hour gives the 
sense that Marsden has become part of 
the landscape of his own creations, 
portrayed within his own photographic 
style. Figgis further enhances this effect 
by interlacing moving shadows and 
blurry figures that leap into frame at 
quiet moments - horror movie effects 
that give the impression that Marsden 
is perpetually being trailed by the 
ghosts whose homes he visits. 

In a measured baritone, Marsden 
recounts the dark and often tragic sto- 
ries behind the ghostly ruins and 
malevolent structures that fill his cam-, 
era, and interviews landowners and for- 
mer tenants as they tell of their encoun- 
ters with the unknown - all the while 
the camera alternates between Figgis’ 
cinematography and Marsden’s creepy 
stills. Although it concentrates more on 
places than things, The Twilight Hour is 
eerily captured and demonstrates a 
knack for telling a good ghost story, two 
reasons why we recommend it, espe- 
cially as a late night November outing. 
Includes voice-overs from John Hurt. 

Emma Anderson 
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"GOING INTO THE DARKROOM IS LIKE 
ENTERING ANOTHER WORLD WHERE 
PATIENCE IS THE RET AND TIME CAN 
STAND STILL." SiONIiSDEN 

acceptable print, I throw away some ten to fif- 
teen sheets of paper. For me, photography is far 
more than just a technical craft - weeks, some- 
times months are spent in the darkroom at a 
time.” 

To gaze at a Marsden photograph is to believe 
- even for the few seconds it takes to look it 
over - that the existence of ghosts is at least a 
possibility. For Marsden, who spends his days in 
and around some of the most haunted spots 
across England and Europe, a spiritual dimen- 
sion is the most obvious thing. 

His photographs are his way of highlighting 
the mystical reality of what he firmly believes to 
be actually there. 

“It was never my intention to try and photo- 
graph the paranormal,” he says. “It is a fruitless 
quest and who would ever believe me? Howev- 
er, inevitably I have encountered things that I 
cannot explain. I saw the ghost of a young man 
in broad daylight at Ballintore Castle in Scotland 
and photographed a strange shape in the 
churchyard at Borley Rectory, still known as the 
most haunted house in England. People often 
contact me saying they see figures in my pic- 
tures that I have never noticed, and I have a col- 
lection of images that I can’t explain - perhaps I 
will publish them one day.” 

Marsden’s unique work was also made the 
subject of an award-winning documentary The 
Twilight Hour: Visioris of Ireland’s Haunted Past 
{see sidebar). His sinister portraits can be found 
in several of his own published works, including 
The Haunted Realm: Echoes from Beyond the 
Tomb: Phantoms of the Isles: Further Tales from 
The Haunted Realm-, The Journal of a 
Ghosthunter: In Search of the Undead from Ire- 
land to Transylvania and others. 

See more at: www.simonmarsden.co.uk and 
www.marsdenarchive.com. * 



Clockwise: Whitby Abbey, Yorkshire, England. Graveyard in Nevern, Pembrokeshire, Wales. Edgar Allan Poe's 
Grave. Baltimore, USA. Detail on Fireplace, Castle Leslie, County Monaghan, Ireland. 
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“Moving and disturbing and beautiful all at once.” - 




Produced by 

P^ae/ '^/u</tno 



NOW AVAILABLE 


at the Rue Morgue Shoppe of Horrors at 

WWW.RUE-MORGUE.COM 








1 . George Romero and Tomb Dragomir share the Q & A stage 2 . Doug Bradley and RM scribe Gary Butler 
3 . (i to r} Last Chance Lance, RM Editor-in-Chief Rod Gudino, Bill Moseley, Tom Savini and Festival assistent 
makeup artist Stacey Laureyssens 4 . Festival vamps Nancy Caron, Isabelle Stephen. Terra Goethe and Kit^ 
Daly 5 . RM Managing Editor Jen Vuckovic, Doug Bradley, Rod Gudino, Andrew "Leatherface 2003" Bryniarski, 
Tom Savini with the winners of the Twilight of the Dead zombie contest 6 . E.I. Cinema scream queens Erica 
Smith and Misty Mundae 7 . Cult musician Nash the Slash performs Nosferatu 8 . Jen Vuckovic. RM Art Director 
Gary Pullin and outlaw artist Joe Coleman 9 . El Topo director Alejandro Jodorowsky introduces Santa Sangre at 
the Bloor Cinema, 
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fO. The ominous Nightmare Picture Theatre display 11. Lloyd Kaufman 
and the Troma team spread the gospel of independence to the masses 
t2. Kane Hodder and fan T3. Douglas {Cutting Moments) Buck and Rod 
Gudino !4. The monsters terrorize Festival goers 15. George Romero 
signs for a lucky fiend 16. Jili Van Voorst from Ltx T’s and RM A^is- 
tant Editor Monica S. Kuebler 17. Tattoo artist Amanda Labignan at | 
the King of ftjols booth 18. RM staffer John W. Bowen, Jen Vuck- 1 

ovic and Bill (Chop-Top) Moseley mug for the camera 19. RM mar- j 
keting manager Jody Infumari wants your soul 20. Actor/director Tr 
Larry [Wendigo) Fessenden 21. RM Radio’s Tomb Dragomir and 
Maihavoc’s Jimmy LaMort spin spooky sounds at the Twilight of the 
Dead party. 

All photos: Ken Clarke, except 16 Jill Van Vooist and 19 Ryan Rotten. 

Check www.rue-m 0 r 9 ue.com for updates 
on the Rue Morgue Festival of Fear 2005! 
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DUEL FOR DUMMIES 



Resident Evil: Apocalypse: A dreary, Incoherent mess of a movie. 
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APOCALYPSE TORONTO 

ll[SIBI EVIL: APOCAiyPSE 

Starring Milia Jovovich, Sienna Guillory 

and Oded Fehr 

Directed by Alexander Witt 

Written by Paul W.S. Anderson 

Sony 

Damn the naysayers who equate filmmak- 
er Paul W.S. Anderson as horror cinema's 
answer to the Antichrist, I loved the man's 
original Resident Evil. Slick, tight, incredi- 
bly sexy (due in no small part to Milia 
.lovovich running around in red lingerie, 
cocking her pistols and kicking zombie ass) 
expertly paced and elegantly executed. 
Anderson’s loose adaptation of Capeom's 
video game phenomena of the same name 
was, while not a masterpiece by any stretch, 
still a great Euro-flavourcd action Hick. And 
the score, by goth guru Marilyn Manson and 
Bhide 2 composer Marco Beltrami was per- 
haps the most vital and primal genre sound- 
track since Goblin’s Su.spiria. 

Lensed by former stunt monkey Alexander 
Witt, directing from a screenplay by Ander- 
son, RE2 is a dreary, incoherent mess of a 
movie, failing on almost every conceivable 
le\ el and having the dubious distinction of 
rendering hordes of shambling, screaming 
cannibalistic zombies boring. No mean feat. 


that. You’ll find yourself pining for Romero, 
crying for Fulci - hell. 1 personally 
would've settled for half-assed Bruno Mat- 
tel. 

RE2 picks up pretty much where the first 
film left off. Raccoon City (a thinly. 1 mean 
thinly veiled Toronto) is ripe with the T 
Vims, turning the local yokels into hungry 
stiffs. It’s up to Alice (Jovovich). disgraced 
cop Jill Valentine and a bunch of unfortunate 
militai 7 types (including The Mummy's 
Oded Fehr) to Escape From T.O. before the 
powers that be press the little red button and 
nuke Nathan Phillips Square- 

Other stuff happens but who cares? Fat- 
thumbed Sega fans will be thrilled to sec 
characters and events from the game series 
(like Valentine and the ludicrously rendered 
Nemesis thingy) make their dubious appear- 
ances. but it all adds up to jack squat. Witt 
can't stage an action sequence to save his 
miserable life, Milia looks bored, the score 
is useless and the effects are more like 
defects. Plus. Witt employs a supremely 
annoying skip frame technique whenever 
the zombies pop up. making the whole thing 
play out like Thriller 2004. 

That said, there arc a few vvoulda coulda 
moments and it is a genuine pleasure to see 
my hometown blow up real good, so maybe 
it ain't a total loss. Actually, yes it is. 

Chris Alexander 


MONSTEB MM 

Starring Eric Jungmann, Justin Urich 
and Aimee Brooks 

Written and directed by Michael Davis 
Lions Gate Home Entertainment 

It sounds unbelievable, but Monster Man 
is one seriously well-made horror-comedy. I 
mean, two buddies being stalked on a desert- 
ed highway by a demon in a monster tmek 
didn’t quite sound like the piece de resis- 
tance of horror films on paper, but 
writer/director Michael Davis realizes his 
vision with so much energy, over-the-top 
gags and deliriously stupid scenarios, you 
can’t help but love it. 

Stealing its premise directly from Spiel- 
berg’s road thriller Duel. Monster Man is 
roughly an hour and a half road trip as two 
buddies make their way 
across lonely highways cn 
route to an old acquain- 
tance's wedding. Shy and 
insecure Adam plans on 
confessing his true love for 
the bride to be. while 
obnoxious Harley hopes 
that he doesn't. Along the 
way they arc chased by the aforementioned 
vehicle, become involved in a murder case, 
meet a yummy goth babe, and play countless 
immature gags on one another. 

What’s interesting about the movie 
though, is that although it rilTs off The Texas 
Chainsa^y Massacre and Hon.'^e of WOO 
Corpses to no end, it’s actually quite original 
in avoiding genre cliches and, thankfully, for 
resisting any cute self-referential horror in- 
jokes. In fact, much of Monster Man is not a 
horror film at all. There is a clear focus on 
the relationship between these two polar 
opposite personalities; the characters seem 
more concerned with each others' sex lives 
than the four tires of terror stalking them. 
And while 1 am personally sick of being 
inundated by countless "slapstick hoiTOr- 
comedies’’, 1 have to say 1 appreciate the 
audacity of any film that dares to feature 
dream-induced oral sex on a piece of road- 
kill. 
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If you are tlie sort of person pul off by 
dumb, chauvinistic humour, then Monster 
Mcin may not be the film for you. But if you 
can admit to liking a slice of Anieiican Pie 
along with your Killer Tomaioes, pick this 
baby up and send your thanks to Lions Gale 
for having the cojones to put out such a low- 
budget guilty pleasure. 

.4aron Lupton 

CHOKE tT... AGAIN 

IBE mitSlDE SIBIINEIEII 

Starring C. Thomas Howell, Nicolas Turturro 

and Allison Large 

Directed by Chuck Parello 

Written by Chuck Parello and Stephen Johnston 

Tartan Films 

The last in the so-called "serial killer" tril- 
ogy that was kicked off by the lamentable 
Ed Gein (2000) and followed by the abysmal 
Bundy (2002), The Hillside Strangler is, at 
the very least, a better film than its two pre- 
decessors. And by the way. Parello’s The 
Hillside Strangler is not to be confused with 
Chris Fisher’s The Hillside Strangler 
{RMMi): it actually benefits from excellent 
performances by Turturro, who is in line 
sleazy fomi as Angelo Buono. and a suipris- 
ingly sinister tum from 'SOs heartthrob C. 
Thomas Howell as Kenneth Bianchi. 

From the very' start of the 1llni. the two 
notorious killers are portrayed as misogynis- 
tic. sick-fuck. sleaze bags and there is cer- 
tainly no glamorization of the twosome 
especially TurtuiTO, who gives Joe Spinell 
(Maniac) and Tom Towles (Heniy: Portrait 
of a Serial Killer) a run for their money as 
the most repugnant nutcase in horror film 
history. This is something of a relief after the 
offensive and pathetic “dark humour" of 
Bundy, although The Hillside Strangler still 
veers far too close to schlock exploitation to 
really pay olTas a reliable portrayal of serial 
killer madness. Naked, model-like girls 
being raped, electrocuted and inevitably 
strangled are all a bit too lingering, leading 
us to wonder if leaving director Parello 
alone in a room with a real-life relative of 
one of the Strangler victims might not be 
such a bad idea. 

In an ideal world, "real-life” serial killer 
flicks that exist merely to focus on the dis- 
gusting deeds of their non-fictional protago- 
nists probably wouldn't be made. That The 


Hillside Strangler veers far enough away 
from the hondd facts of the stoiy (ignoring 
the many underage victims, for instance) 
indicates that the producers at least drew a 
line somewhere. Still, coming from the same 
stable that brought you Ed Gein and Bundy. 
you pretty much know what you’re in for. 
The Hillside Strangler works in the same 
way that a sledgehammer to the head works, 
there’s nothing artful or subtle about it. but 
it’ll leave your brain feeling numb for hours 
afterwards. 

Calum Waddell 

STALE AND SNAKELESS 

MACONDAS: BONI FOB IBE BLOOD DBCOIII 

Starring Johnny Messner, KaDee Strickland 

and Morris Chestnut 

Directed by Dwight H. Little 

Written by John Claflin, Daniel Zelman 

and Michael Miner 

Sony 

Last issue saw me take on the likes of Boa 
Vs. Python, a made-for-cable. dual serpent 
smackdown that gave nre a minor, but elTec- 
tive. dose of cheap thrills. Riding the tide of 
that scaly epic, 1 was pretty pumped at the 
prospect of parking my peepers in front of 
Anacondas, the in-name-only sequel to Luis 
Mandoki’s J-Lo friendly, classic campfesi 
Anaconda. 

Considering Sony had enough faith to spit 
this sucker out theatrically, and the fact that 
the title promised more gigantic asp action, I 
was ready to wallow in a high class hunk-o- 
jungle cheese. Instead, I was treated to per- 


haps the worst genre outing since the inde- 
fensible DarA'nes.? Falls'. Hisss! 

I hate this movie and all films like it. not 
because it’s overtly awful or incompetent -- 1 
like films that break the bad barrier. But 
Dwight H. Little, the pedestrian hack behind 
Halloween 4 and Steven Seagal’s Marked 
For Death has churned out a flick so majes- 
tically mundane, so devoid of style, wit or 
fiuid cinematic energy that he should be 
effectively banned from 
making movies for at 
least a decade. 

Perhaps a ten-year time 
out from the art fonn will 
teach him how not to treat 
his audience, because 
let’s face it, if you’re the 
kind of trash connoisseur 
who’s gonna lay down 
thirteen clams to see a 
movie called Anacondas, you require a few 
basic things like, oh, I don’t know, 
SNAKES?! That’s right, the total slither 
time in this unfortunate time waster tallies 
an inexcusable ten minutes, tops! The rest of 
the running time involves a snoozy quest to 
find something called the Blood Orchid, a 
vagina-shaped perennial that may indeed 
hold the secret of eternal life. Thank god. 90 
percent of the no-name cast doesn’t make it 
past the 60-minute mark; I’d rather be fellat- 
ed by a poison-fanged cobra than spend the 
duration of this film with these boat-bound 
losers. .Anacondas has nuthin’, nada, zip, 
zero, zilch going for it except a semi-cute 
monkey. Fucking CGI snake eyes all the 
way, baby! BOO yakkacha! 

Chris Alexander 








SON OF SLASHER 

MAIEVOIENCE 

Starring R. Brandon Johnson, 

Samantha Dark and Heather Magee 
Written and directed by Steven Mena 
Magnetic Media Prod. Inc. 

Glowing reviews have been pouring in for 
Steven Mena’s independent slasher Malevo- 
lence. and if you are among the diehard Hal- 
loween. Friday the IStli. or The lexas 
Chainsaw Massacre fans out there, I sup- 
pose you might love this movie too. It’s not 
just a homage to said films, it’s half their 
footage reshol. 

The plot begins with a young down-and- 
out couple agreeing to take part in a bank 
heist. Things don’t go quite as planned, and 
before you know it, the older brother of one 
of the thieves is shot dead, and another is 
spinning off the road with a llat. The three 
survivors end up in an old dilapidated farm- 
house, where lurks a nameless killer com- 
plete with pillow sack mask a la Friday the 
I3ih Part 2 or Charles B. Pierce’s The Town 
That Dreaded Sundown. 

While m some ways commendable for an 
independent picture - it looks professional 
enough and Mena throws in some effective 
scares - there arc far more problems here 
than positives. The two most obvious being 
the story’s molasses-like pace, and an 
overuse of shots and sets taken directly from 
the aforementioned three films. The bank- 
robbery-gone-wrong subplot goes on far too 
long, and ultimately is little more than 
excuse to stretch an already thin story to the 


90-minutc mark. 

And while 1 love Jason, Lcathcrface. and 
Michael Myers as much as the next guy, it’s 
impossible to tell whether or not the director 
is trying to be cute when he uses the TCM 
meathook-in-thc-foreground shot, or when 
he has the killer strangle his victim through 
the driver-side window in a sequence lifted 
directly from Friday the 13th Part 3: 3D. 
Sure the score is strong and gives the film its 
presence, but again, it’s so Halloween you 
can’t help but wonder if Carpenter is getting 
royalties. Mena isn't just doing what’s 
already been done, he’s tiying to make a 
movie that’s already been made. 

But hey. I'd be a liar if my hairs weren’t 
standing on end after some of the jolts deliv- 
ered in the film’s climax. The movie is tech- 
nically tight where it has to be and that’s 
why Malevolence isn’t one of those films 
that will go quietly. But it won't last cither, 
because we’ve all seen it already, and liked 
it better when it was called Halloween. Or 
The Texas Chainsaw Massacre... you know 
what I mean. 

.Aaron Lupton 

CONTAINS NUDITY. 
VIOLENCE & CROC USE 



Starring Jason Allen Wolfe, Eli DeGeer 
Written and directed by Eric Stanze 
and Robin Garrels 
Sub Rosa Extreme 

This is definitely one of the odder lo-fi 
efforts I’ve seen this year. Odd in that it 


seems to draw equally upon The Ring and 
Traiirspotting, and odder still, in that it hangs 
together quite well despite being directed by 
two different people. Originally helmed by 
Robin Gairels, China White Serpentine was 
eventually taken over by lo-fi luminary Eric 
Stanze {Scrapbook. Ice From the Sun) when 
Garrels' commitments forced her to bail, and 
while such a scenario could likely result in a 
disjointed and uneven film, this one doesn't 
appear to have suffered much. 

Setting a ghost sloiy in the seedy, unpre- 
dictable world of hardcore drug addicts is a 
concept with tons of potential, and GaiTcls 
and Stanze certainly make the most of it. 
Tracy (Amanda Booth) isn’t your average 
drug dealer, she’s a master manipulator who 
thrives on enslaving junkies and tying their 
miserable lives in knots. But when two of 
her latest victims (Wolfe and DeGeer) fall in 
love and decide to lake a stand against her. 
they soon discover that heroin isn’t Tracy's 
only weapon. Chaos, carnage 
and trippy visuals ensue. 

As the lo-fi horror scene 
continues to gather momen- 
tum, the films gradually 
become more polished and 
mature despite the fact that 
the budgets remain the same. 

Overlooking some painfully 
stilled narration and a few 
other cracks in the surface, Cff'S is slickly 
shot and edited and the perfonnances are 
impressive. That DeGeer. Wolfe and Booth 
spend about a quarter of the film naked 
speaks volumes about their dedication, 
given that they could likely have made more 
money busing tables at Red Lobster. 

It remains to be seen whether the key play- 
ers in today’s underground horror scene will 
ever break into the mainstream as their idols 
did decades ago. Romero, Craven. Hooper 
and Carpenter weren’t shooting on digital 
video back in the day but the drive-ins and 
grindhouses of that era were the forerunners 
of home video, and that same "anything 
goes" attitude has been handed down to 
filmmakers like Stanze, Garrels. and Sal 
CiavarcIIo {Hardcore Poisoned Eye.s). We 
haven’t seen the big breakout happen with 
this generation of auteurs, but watch this 
space for details. Because as cliche as it 
sounds, you’ll read it here first. 

John VV. Bowen 
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THIS ISSUE: BONES AND BONERS.' 

DESERT BONE DADDY 


Alliance Atlantis 

Though it sounds like a boiler room porno, The Bone Srafcfter stars a group of 
prospectors in the vast Namib desert on the hunt for a different kind of treasure: 
diamonds. Naturally, our jewel studs come across a colony of mutated, flesh-eat- 
ing ants that use their victim's bones to form a skeletal beast which mimics the 
human form. This “nature's revenge" film may fail short on intelligent dialogue and 
scare factor, but the curiously well-filmed desert landscapes, haunting soundtrack 
and underused creature effects make it time well wasted. Better than a boiler room porno, hands down. 
Body Count: 8 

Titular Creature’s On Screen Time; 88 seconds 



HUHER-US HI3INKS 


Dudez Productions 

The children in the town of Munster have been mysteriously disappearing without a 
trace. The local librarian/dork teams up with a cop and a single mom in an effort to 
save the town, so they investigate and dig up the old French Canadian iegend of the 
(■ Bonesetter, a child killer who sacrifices seven children on the seventh day of the sev- 
^ enth month every... couple of decades? I know, it should be every seven years, but 
it’s not, so let's move on to the smartest part of the script: luckily, the team is able 
to track the killer because of some cowshithe stepped in and-YAY! - the kids are 
all rescued. Need I say more? 

Body Count: 3 

Cool Cameo; Lloyd Kaufman as the town mayor 



.THE BeN€5£TT£i( 


SCARED STIFFY 



MTi Home Video 

I thought our red-haired goddess was smiling down upon me when she handed 
me the feature film debut of the uber-hot busty Brooke Burke (Wild On E!) that 
billed itself as "The Ew/ Dead meets Scream." But the gods are often vengeful, 
and let it be written that I suffered through close to two hours of painfully poor acting, only granted inter- 
mittent reprieve by Brad Dourif (Child's Play. Trauma) as Professor Kapps, The “sorority pledges forced 
to stay the night in a haunted house" routine has already been done to death - and done much, much 
better. Hell Night surely never needed a fart joke during its climactic confrontation to get by. Penance 
imposed, an old adage comes to mind: “If it ain’t broke... don’t rent this fuckin’ movie!’’ 

Body Count 11 

Shots Of Brad Dourif's Nipples: 6 Last Chance Lance 


DRILLED, 

DISEMDOMELED AND DUMB 


JACKHftMMEIl IHiraBE 

Starring Aaron Gaffey and Kyle Yaskin 
Directed by Joe Castro 
Written by Joe Castro and Dan Benton 
Lions Gate Films 

Dmg addiction seems to 
be a recurring theme in the 
various films I’ve reviewed 
for this issue. But if China 
While Serpentine is the 
unlikely yet entertaining bas- 
tard offspring of Trainspot- 
ling and The Ring. Jackham- 
mer Ma.ssacre seems deter- 
mined to channel its ancestor 
Blood Freak (see Classic Cut RM#3I) by way of 
Driller Killer, and this time the results arc pretty 
damn dodgy. 

Aaron Gaffey plays Jack, a yuppic-turned- 
drug addict who can’t sink any lower, or so it 
seems, until an unlikely cocktail of crystal meth, 
heroin and PCP sends him off on a power tool 
rampage in a seedy area of LA (with locations 
evocatively shot by writcr/dircctor Joe Castro). 
The script’s weak, the acting’s uniformly ama- 
teurish (save for Gaffey’s energetic perfor- 
mance) and Jack’s weapon of choice, while 
admittedly fearsome, ain't exactly the most prac- 
tical device ever deployed in the hoiTor movie 
pantheon of Black and Decker carnage. The idea 
that anyone could successfully embark upon a 
three -day kill binge in a densely-populated 
urban area with an unwieldy, screamin’ loud 
power tool requiring several hundred feet of 
extension cord necessitates a stretch of imagina- 
tion only a few of us are willing to undertake. 
And I ain’t one of the aforementioned few. 
Where art thou. Last Chance Lance? 

Taken purely in terms of grue, however. I 
kinda have to admit Jackhammer Mas.mcre 
delivers - big time. In fad. it truly out-splats a 
lot of its forebears, including the original Tool- 
box Murders and the tedious, way-overrated 
Driller Killer. There’s enough drillin', disem- 
bowellin’ and other dastardly deeds goin’ down 
in Jackhammer Massacre to give The Gore-Met 
an all-day chunder chubber, so if that’s your 
thing, cupcake, just dive right in and don’t both- 
er with the protective goggles. 



.John W. Bowen 
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John Carpenter 
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Tlie UlTlAATf Auide To lout tudqet Production. Aarketinq and Distribution 

CINEMAKER is a comprehensive kit filled with fun, informative and entertaining secrets of 
the trade- the stuff they'll never tell you in film school! 

You'll get six complete DVD programs featuring expert advice and straightforward techniques onl 
how to pull it off— on time ancTwithin your budget. Tlie A-to-Z of low-budget mcwie-making: 

DVD#1 : Conception and Pre-Production:Planning it! 

DVD#2: ProductioniShooting it! 

DVD?3: Post-Production:Finishing it! 

DVD#4: MarketingiSelling it! 

DVD#5: THE CINEMAKER SCENIC TOUR+THE CINEMAKER SUPERSOURCE BOOK+ 

THE CINEMAKER MUSIC & FX SAMPLER.. 

Intriguing promotional videos from all points of the globe. Plus a 41 1 for all of your 
movie making needs: lists of theater groups, state film commissions, 'studio facilities, 
talent agencies, supply houses, film festivals and distributors. In addition the SUPERSOURCE 
BOOK offers essential documents like budget forms, talent and location releases, contract 
templates, etc. Plus: A wealth of available music and exciting sound effects from Hollywood's 
best music libraries- the perfect tools to add oomph, zing, and pow.to your film. 

Plus 

DVD#6: Full Moon Feature Film 
"DOCTOR MOREAU'S HOUSE OF PAIN" & Shooting Script. 

Follow along and see how the printed word is transformed to the screen. 

A unique six-disc set— hundreds of hours' worth of training— thousands of hours' worth of 
experience- a lifetime of opportunity-! 

All for the low price of $99.95. 


Order On-Line at: : 
cinemaker.net 
or use this coupon 


SLND $99.95 AS CASH, CHECK, OR MONEY ORDER TO; 
'CINEAWKER- 

1626WilcoxAve.Suile4r4Hollywooti,CA 90028 
Ore-mail: LolaWcinemafcef.nei 

Pleaw arW $10.00 for slii|j|)ing and harKJling- all foreign add $15.00 
Mehod of ftiyment; 


Ijfinlncopiei. P/i'.iSf.i/toiv 2-4 w ivks for deliwn-. 
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HP: WIEN !IS. PSEimBR 

Starring Sanaa Lathan, Lance Henriksen 
and Raoul Bova 

Written and directed by Paul W. S. Anderson 
20th Century Fox 

Remember how we braced ourselves for Fred- 
dy 1/5. Jason (RM#35} last year? Remember, 
also, how it turned out to be so much better than 
anyone had a right to expect? Remember, fur- 
thermore, how Jen Vuckovic spent half her 
review explaining why It was good and the other 
half marvelling that it was any good at all? Weil, 
sometimes memories are all we have. I’ll admit 
t was keeping my fingers crossed in hopes that 
maybe, in some roundabout karmic way, the 
unqualified success of Freddy Vs. Jason would 
ensure that Alien 1/s. Predator wouldn't totally 
blow, especially since writing credits include 
Dan O’Bannon and Ronald Shusett (contributing 
scribes to the original Alien). Well, fat fuckin' 
chance. 

Given that the original Alien took place in the 
future in a distant solar system, setting this one 
in present-day Antarctica (where no one seems 
to feel the cold) is a serious no-no for starters, 
and things just keep on deteriorating until the 
final credits. Space limitations prevent me from 
trotting out a detailed version of the laughable 
plot, but you'll have to take my word, Gentle 
Reader, that the premise leaves no shark un- 
jumped. 

Sigourney Weaver had the good sense to sit 
this one out, although admittedly Sanaa Lathan 
(Vanessa in Blade) pulls off the strong, resource- 
ful woman thing pretty impressively - I can’t 
even remember her character's name, but I keep 
wanting to call her Ripley, which I guess is a 
good sign. Production design and effects are 
also solid, although director Anderson constant- 
ly cheats by shooting the action sequences in 
close-up, making it difficult to tell what’s actual- 
ly happening. Toss in some inspired lines like 
“The enemy of my enemy is my friend.” and the 
inevitable “You want a piece of me, you ugly son 


of a bitchl?” and you've got an hour and a half 
of the stuff memories aren’t made of. 

Face it, people, Franchise Versus Franchise is 
a stupid, undignified concept that panders only 
to the nerdiest of nerds. Let’s just enjoy Freddy 
l/s. Jason for the entertaining freak occurrence 
that it was, and take this one as a sign that we 
shouldn't pursue it any further. I swear, if I hear 
any more rumours of Leatherface Versus Linda 
Blair, I’m going on a shooting spree. 

EXDIICISI: IHE lEEINNINE 

Starring Stellan Skarsgard, Izabella Scorupco 

and James D’Arcy 

Directed by Renny Harlin 

Written by Alexi Hawley 

Warner Brothers 

Excuse me, waitress? I ordered an exorcism, 
not a lobotomy. Up until now, there were only 
two types of Exorcist sequel, the pant-pooping, 
howtingly awful Exorcist II: The Heretic and the 
low-key minor masterpiece that was Exorcist III: 
Legion. So you’d think Renny Harlin - hardly the 
most cerebral filmmaker of our era, but a solid 
director of action/adventure flicks - would have 
the good sense to follow the latter route. Well, he 
didn’t. Nor did he even make an amusingly bad 
film a la Exorcist II. it’s doubly disappointing 
since, unlike Alien 1/s. Predator, an Exorcist gre- 
quel is a concept with some potential, given the 
vague yet intriguing back story we first got on 
Father Lancaster Merrin back in ’73. 

Red flags naturally went up when 1 didn’t see 
writer William Peter Blatty’s {RM#16} name on 
the marquee, since history has shown that the 
fate of any Exorcist movie hinges upon his 
involvement. Then again, it’s likely that by the 
time you read ttiis the film's seven year produc- 
tion clusterfuck (involving directors John 
Frankenheimer and Paul Schrader and more 
screenwriters than you can stab in the crotch 
with a crucifix) will have become the stuff of leg- 
end. Apparently, Warner execs were well aware 
of the turkey factor at release time, since they 


very pointedly leaked the info that Schrader’s 
version of Exorcist: The Beginning would likely 
be included on the upcoming DVD. 

The first hour is slower than Dawson's Creek 
on Quaaludes-, the tedium broken up sporadical- 
ly by ham-fisted visual references to the original 
Exorcist - foreigners pounding anvils, clocks 
stopping for no apparent reason, etc. Then final- 
ly, when Harlin senses that we’re just about out 
of patience, he unleashes a relentless avalanche 
of the cheapest of cheap jolts and pointless 
gore. From this point on, every sound effect is 
dialed so far up in the mix that whenever some- 
one opens a door it sounds like a car accident, 
the intrusive music score barges in ad nauseum, 
and the plot lurches around like a drunk driver in 
an ice storm. Oh yeah, one other thing: worst CGI 
hyenas EVER. 1 cast you OUT, unclean prequeU 

The original Exorcist may or may not be the 
best horror film ever made. To expect any sequel 
(including even the mighty Exorcist III) to rival it 
would indeed be pretty unreasonable, but this 
one, as li'l Reagan herself would assert, sucks 
cocks in Helll We deserve better. The Exorcist 
deserves better. Dear Hollywood: cease and 
desist forthwith; the power of Christ compels 
you! 

John W. Bowen 
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SIX FEET UND^ 
QRAVSYASrD CLASSIC 

Six Feet Under is proud to present 
the 2nd offering in their "Grave- 
yard Classics" series. This time 
around, the Florida Death Metal 
legends have come up with something 
truly unique. A complete re-record- 
ing of AC/DC's legendary 1980 album 
"Back In Black". A true tribute to 
one of metal's most endearing acts, 
and guaranteed to make ears bleed 
as only Six Feet Under can. 


GRAB ’EM 


'iio^eetv 


ALL 




SEVERANCE 


Combining old school speed metal riffs with 
progressive melodies, DAYSEND has created a 
brutal sound while maintaining a level of 
commercial sensibility, DAYSEND has received 
critical acclaim in their native Australia, 
and is now poised to unleash their unique 
brand of metal on American. 



HELLUCINATE - ■ 

IMPIOUS doesn't hold back when it comes to 
creativity and melody. Outside of the, so- 
called Swedish death-thrash sound. Impious 
also makes use out of some "old-school thrash’ 
and "bay-area thrash" influences, deafly 
treading ground previously marked by the 
likes of POSSESSED and TESTAMENT. 



YOB 

THE ILLUSION OF MOTION 

Hailing from the ever-grey skies of 
Eugene Oregon comes YOB, a band 
destined to make their mark in the 
DOOM metal scene worldwide, "The 
Illusion Of Motion" will perma- 
nently secure YOB as one of the 
heaviest, most original DOOM metal 
bands of any era past or present. 





mu sociEJuniLosi a new box set from Artsmagic, reminds us that 
despite the immediate non-horror subject matter of TAKAS Hi Ml IKE'S 
smaller bioodbaths, the fact is, they're still bloodbaths.... 




T akashi Miike (RM#33j is fast 
becoming a regular resident 
within the pages of Rue 
Morgue, and it’s not just because 
we sick freaks delight in sexual 
perversion, brutal violence and all 
manner of utter outrageousness - 
the typical content of his films. We 
also recognize: hiat Miike’s films 
are much more than the sum of 
their dismembered parts. 

it’s an understatement to say 
that Miike's work resiste catego- 
rization. Artsmagic’s recent OVD 


release of the thematicaliy linked Black Society Trilogy proves the 
point by providing us with three of Miike’s older films that (like the 
rest of his work) exist in tlrat unusual void outside of the construct 
of “genre. ” This engaging and powerful trilogy focuses on the desire 
for acceptance and a place to belong, while still throbbing with the 
trademark touches of violence and depravity. 

It's worth noting at this point that Miike’s work has achieved the 
distinction of becoming an adjective, a distinction shared only by 
cinema’s bravest auteurs, among them Alejandro Jodorowsky, David 
Lynch and David Cronenberg. And now Takashi Miike, one of the 
most prolific filmmakers in the world (having made a whopping five 
last year alone); a man who doesn’t specifically make yakuza or 
drama or horror films so much as Miike films. Here are three you 
should see. 


SBiNJUKU TRIAD S0C[Eiai9953 

Shinjuku Triad Society centres on tie strug- 
gles of a Japanese cop, Tatsuhito (Kippei Shiina) 
who’s trying to bust up the organ trafficking 
operations of gay Taiwanese Triad boss Wang 
Zhi-ming (Tomorowo Taguchi). Both characters 
attempt to overcome identity struggles: Tatsuhi- 
to was born in China and came to Japan at an 
early age while Wang works to muscle In on the 
local crime organizations. 

Although on opposing sides of the law, they 
are very similar in character, using uncopven- 
tional methods like rape and violence to get the 
results they feel are necessary. Deliberately 
paced and taking great effort to develop hie 
characters with visual information and sub- 
tleties, Shinjuku Triad Society stands as one of 
Miike's finest films - graphic as hell when it 
comes to the violence and gay sex. 

RA!Nf 006 (1997) 

The second film in the trilogy follows the 
struggles of Yuji {Dead orAlivds Sho Aikawa), a 
cold-blooded Japanese yakuza hit man exiled to 
Taipei, Taiwan. A superstitious fear that only bad 
things happen in the rain leaves him a prisoner 
in his ramshackle flat due to the region’s relent- 
less downpour. His isolation from the outside 
world is broken when a woman from his past 


, abandons Yuji’s supposed mute son, Chen, on 
his dooretep and it ends in >^]i’s superstitious 
belief being validated. 

Rainy Dog is proof of Miike’s diversity as a 
filmmaker. Here he shies away from his usual 
gratuitous displays of carnage in favour of a 
powerful motif and the consequences of our 
chosen paths in life. The film isn’t about vio- 
lence, for a change - it’s about the aftermath of 
violence. Miike still wrenches our hearts, as 
usual. 

LEU1NEE(1999) 


throws in a great last second twist... and a lot of 
vaginal POVs. Surprised? 

Artsmagic’s Black Society Trilogy is available 
in a limited tri-fold digipak set or individually. 
Each film is presented in its original Japanese 
language with English subtitles and the discs 
include anamorphic transfers, informative com- 
mentary by Tom Mes (author of 
Agitator: The Cinema Of 
Takashi Miike, FAB Press) 
and interviews with Miike 
and the trilogy's editor. 

Yasushi Shimamura. 



The final film in the trilogy deals with the exis- 
tence of the Chinese community in Japan but 
, throws in the exploitation of sexual taboo. Three 
first generation : Japanese/Chinese youths 
, befriend a prostitute who sleeps with alt of them 
before they try to convince her to leave Japan 
for Brazil.: Unable To legally obtain 
ports, they buy a gun and rob a local 
Triad boss in an effort to pay for 
stowaway boat passage out of 
the country. 

By now, we should 
not to expect a happy 
, Ing in a Miike film; as Ley 
Lines winds down to its 
inevitable and expected 
conclusion, Miike 
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WHeN THeRC’S !>IO MORe 
ROOM ON THe Disc- 



starring Ken Foree, David Emge 
and Gaylen Ross 

Written and directed by George A. Romero 
Anchor Bay Entertainment 

Is this Uie most shameless cash grab in a 
year already rife with shameless cash grabs? 
Does Anchor Bay think wc’rc just like 
George Romero’s zombies, lurching around 
mindlessly in malls, driven only to con- 
sume? After all. four pre- 
vious Dawn of the Dead 
reissues have appeared 
in the six years I’ve been 
toiling thanklessly at 
Rue Moj-gue, each DVD 
proclaiming itself more 
dellnitive than the last, 
each baited with more of 
the whistles and bells wc 
horror nerds can't resist and that’s why I am 
so not even going to bother writing so much 
as one blonde pussyhair of plot synopsis. 

The lofty title of Uhimate Edition raises 
the ultimate question: what's this mofo got 
that the others ain't? 

Well, there’s sheer weight for starters. 1 
mean, how many other films can you name 
that get issued in a four-disc set that doesn’t 


even include the sequels? You’ve got your 
US Theatrical Version on Disc One {with 
commentaries), along with a cute mini-ver- 
sion of Steve Niles’ Dawn of the Dead 
comic, and the usual gallery, bio and trailer 
goodies. 

Disc Two sports the Extended Version in 
the original mono, plus commentary from 
producer Richard Rubinstein, photo gal- 
leries and. best of all. a Monroeville Mall 
commercial! Then there’s the European Ver- 
sion on Disc Three for you highbrow types, 
with commentary from actors Ken Foree. 
Gaylen Ross. David Emge and Scott H. 
Reiniger, another buttload of galleries and a 
Dario Argento bio. 

There’s tons more cool shit on Disc Four: 
along with Roy Frumkes’ ever-popular Doc- 
ument of the Dead, there’s an all-new. hour- 
long retrospective entitled The Dead Will 
Walk featuring inteixdews with, like, well, 
EVERYBODY. Zombie extra Robert Langer 
also contributes some home movies he shot 
during production, and if you’re still not 
zombied out. there’s Foree conducting a tour 
of the Monroeville Mall. 

The verdict? Sure it’s a cash grab, but it's 
the last Dawn DVD you’ll ever need. And if 
anyone wants to sell me an Ultimate Ulti- 
mate Edition six months or a year from now, 
they can fucking well bring me popcorn and 
give me a foot massage while 1 watch the 
movie. 

John W. Bowen 



Starring Lois Chiles, George Kennedy 

and Dorothy Lamour 

Directed by Micheal Gornick 

Written by Stephen King and George A. Romero 

Anchor Bay 

Remember Creepshow 2? It’s that sequel 
to the fantastic living EC horror comic that 
perfectly paired Stephen King’s literary hor- 
rors with the cinematic genius of the leg- 
endary George Romero. You know, the one 
that Romero didn’t make that kind of 
sucked. Director Micheal Gornick ccitainly 
had tall boots to fill after Romero bowed out 
of the new anthology, and for good reason. 

Five years after the success of the original 
film, longtime Romero film producer Rich 
Rubinstein (Martin, Dawn of the Dead, 
Creepshow) decided he wanted to cash in on 
its success by giving Gornick - cinematog- 
rapher on many of Romero’s films - a 
measly three million dollars and three shorts 
that were excised from Creepshow with the 
instructions to (pretty much) make him some 
money. With the wrong intentions, no bud- 
get, no Romero, and King’s leftovers, every- 
one expected total disaster. The result? 

Let’s see, there’s that unmcmorable West- 
ern (Old Chief Wood’nhead) in which an 
obviously white Aryan guy with an eight 
dollar Halloween wig passes for a native 
Indian and robs an old couple with his thug 
buddies. This somehow breathes life into the 
wooden Indian chief outside the old couple’s 
shop, and off he goes to exact some old- 
fashioned, First Nations revenge. Then 
there’s the one about the floating garbage 
bag that cats preppie kids and Jocks (The 
Raft), which was pretty cool, and it all ends 
with that grisly number about the creamed 
thumber with the Admiral Ackbar head who 
just... won’t... die (The Hitchhiker), 

For the most part, Creepshow 2 was a crit- 
ical calamity, but Gornick made good on his 
promise and delivered a S14 million dollar 
cheque to Rubinstein. And that’s because 
Gornick (though only having one directing 
credit - Tales From the Darkside - under his 
belt) did the best he could with the cash he 
was given, Stephen King stepped in to write 
the screenplay (and make a cameo that’ll 
never beat Jordy Verrill) and. thank god. 
Howard Berger and Greg Nicotero came on 
board to do the FX work. Tom Savini - 
working on the opposite side of the paint 
brushes and foam latex - also makes anoth- 
er cameo (Garbageman #2 in Creepshow) as 
a new incarnation of The Creep, designed by 
Bemie Wrightson. In essence, these things 
saved the film. 
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RiEISE, REISE 

THE NEW ALBUM REISE, REISE 
FEATURES THE SINGLES 
MEIN TEIL AND AMERIKA 

IN STORES NOVEMBER 16 


GO TO RAMMSTEIN.CA TO SEE THE 
UNCENSORED VIDEO FOR MEIN TEIL 


"He’S Bear! He’s Bear! he’s made of 
HUMAN hair! you POKE HIS KNOWS AND 
HIS HEAD GROWS HE’S BEAR HE’S BEAR 
HE’S bear!!!" 


He’S Dashing! He’s a war 
hero! he’s the elite of the 
BRITISH secret SERVICE! 
HE’S A LOVABLE STUFFED BEAR 
AND HIS NEMESIS A CRAZED CAT 
LIVE TOGETHER IN A SMALL 
APARTMENT 


BEAR: IMMORTAL 


■IS-'- 


A NEW COLLECTION OF COMICS 
.J’ BY JAMIE SMART 
ISBN# 1593620012 
$14.95 

AVAILABLE AT WALDEN BOOKS, AMAZON.COM, 
AND BETTER COMIC BOOK AND BOOK STORES 
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THe ^IRT OF ReVCNGC 



Now if only I could have been saved From 
the painfully dull new audio commentary by 
Gomick and DVD producer Periy Marlin, 
both of whom wax on about AccuWcathcr. 
blocking diagrams and other senseless bull- 
shit. successfully out-boring Tim Burton’s 
commentary on Sleepy Hollow or even 
Roland Emmerich’s on Stargate. I'd rather 
inhale spray paint and watch Baide- 
fielcl Earth three times in a row than 
sit through that torture again. It’s also 
mind-boggling that Anchor Bay did- 
n't give Creepshow the DiviMax S.E. 
they gave this re-issue. Thankfully, 
the two KNB boys show up to save 
the day again on the new documen- 
tary Nightmares in Foam Rubber. 
which includes production footage 
from Day of the Dead'. Thanks guys! 

Jen N'uckovic 

THe HOLV 

OF GOTHDOM 

M LQsnoys: mm [oition|19B]|dvd 

starring Kiefer Sutherland, Jason Patric 
and Corey Haim 
Directed by Joel Schumacher 
Written by Jeffrey Boam 
Warner Home Video 

Joel Shumacher’s A/TF-infected The Lost 
Boys came out the same soiry year as Kath- 
cryn Bigelow’s similarly plotted, yet far 
superior, tribal vampire epic Near Dark. 
And while Bigelow’s film had craggy-faced 
Lance Henrikson and spurred badass Bill 
Paxton, Schumacher had pretty boys Jason 
Patric, Kiefer Sutherland and. of course, 
(gulp) the “Coreys.” Guess which one ruled 
the box office, successfully swallowing the 


other whole? And guess which one 1 hated 
for years? And guess which one I'm review- 
ing right nowl Damn, you’re quick! 

Reeling and left destitute from her recent 
divorce, single mom Lucy Emerson (Dianne 
Wicst) moves herself and her two boys 
(Patric and the Canadian Corey - Haim) to 
live with her cranky dad (Bernard Hughes) 
in sunny Santa 
Carla, a beehive So 
Cal town that hap- 
pens to be the mur- 
der capital of Amer- 
ica and also houses 
legions of really 
cool-looking vam- 
pires. 

Before you can 
say INXS. Patric 
has fallen in with a 
gang of hipper- 
than-thou blood- 
suckers (led by 
Sutherland) and it’s 
up to little bro Haim and his comic lovin’ 
pals the Frog brothers (one of which is the 
other Corey - Feldman) to save the day and 
bring the coven down. They do, of course, 
all to the screaming strains of a late ’80s 
soundtrack, which has since become a sort 
of Holy Grail of gothdom. 

Roaring back onto DVD in a souped-up 
two-discer from Warner Home Video. The 
Lost Boys is, upon revisitation, exactly the 
juvenile, style over substance piece of rock 
video trash I remember it as! But it's a 
wickedly slick, solid piece of trash and it’s 
perhaps the quintessential example of empty 
calorie ’80s genre filmmaking. 

Bell Cortman 


IHBILLEIl: II CBOEl PICIOIIE |ISH| DVD 

Starring Christina Lindberg, Heinz Hapf 
and Solveig Andersson 
Written and directed by Bo Arne Vibenius 
Synapse 

Sometimes revenge is a 
dish best served with a side 
order of female rage and 
sprinkled with empty shot- 
gun shells. Brought back 
into the public eye after 
Daryl Hannah's tribute as 
the eye-patched Elle Dri- 
ver in the Kill Bill movies, 
the meanest and baddest rape-revenge saga 
of the 1970s- Thriller {a.k.a They Call Her 
One Eve) - has finally hit DVD shelves. 

Softcore siren Christina Lindberg stars as 
Madeline, a mute girl who is kidnapped and 
shot up full of heroin by a loathsome crook 
who forces her to work as a prostitute. 
Madeline's first eseape attempt earns her the 
loss of an eyeball, and when she discovers 
that her disappearance has caused the sui- 
cides of both her parents, she becomes bent 
on settling the score. Donning a colourful 
an'ay of eye patches, Madeline trains herself 
in the martial arts and prepares to exact her 
vengeance with the help of her double-bar- 
reled sawed-off shotgun. 

Originally banned in its native Sweden 
because of a few shocking moments of 
explicit sex. Thriller was forced to earn its 
devout following from bootleg videos. This 
bright new transfer easily wipes out the mar- 
ket for all those fuzzy VHS copies, and even 
reincorporates twenty minutes of footage 
originally excised to secure an R for the 
film's American release — including the dis- 
niptive hardcore sequences, which were per- 
fonned not by the lovely Lindberg. but by a 
body double. 

But there's far more to get excited about in 
this film than anonymous Swedish fluid 
swapping. While the blood generally trickles 
rather than flows. Fulci fans will absolutely 
delight over Madeline's eye-gouging, a 
scene rumoured to have been perlbmied on 
a real coipsc. 

Thriller may be one of the most notorious 
revenge films ever made, but it also tran- 
scends the genre with a surprisingly artistic 
sensibility. The heart-stopping final reel has 
Madeline's retribution carefully rendered in 
amazing siow-motion sequences that raise 
the art of revenge to poetic proportions. 
Chock full of violence, sex and drugs. 
Thriller is the rarest breed of exploitation 
film; not only does it promise the goods, it 
actually delivers them. 


the 
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Starring Jack McGowran, Roman Polanski 

and Sharon Tate 

Directed by Roman Polanski 

Written by Gerard Brach and Roman Polanski 

Warner Home Video 

Two years before Manson's lackeys ripped 
his unborn child from the womb of wife 
Sharon Tate, mad genius filmmaker Roman 
Polanski churned out one of the most 
uproarious hoiTor spoofs of its time. The 
Fearless Vampire Killers a.k.a. Dance of the 
Vampires a.k.a. Pardon Me. But Your Teeth 
Are in My Neck. 

Deftly weaving straight up terror and key- 
stone cops-esque physical laffs. Killers was 
a departure from the usual Polanski fare 
cineastes had been accustomed to. Up until 
this point, the Polish-French visionary had 
been pumping out a steady stream of exis- 
tential, carefully controlled thrillers laced 
with sly, subtle humour {Knife in the Water. 
Repulsion. Cid-de-sac); but with Killers. 
Polanski’s pallet was awash in broad, bloody 
strokes. 

Polanski himself stars as the nebbish 
Alfred, assistant to absent-minded profes- 
sor/vamp killer extraordi- 
naire Abronsius (Jack 
McGowran). These two 
bumbling would-be heroes 
stumble into Transylvania, 
stakes in hand, with undcad 
death on their minds. 

Alfred gets the hols for the 
innkeeper’s daughter (a 
tragically beautiful and 
vibrant Tate) while the evil 
Count Krolock (Ferdy 
Mayne) aims to suck the 
whole lot of them diy, just 
in time for his annual vam- 
pire ball. 

Along the way we meet 
Krolock’s flamingly fanged gay son who 
sports a chubby for Alfred and the newly 
undead innkeeper Shagal, perhaps film- 
dom’s only Jewish vampire. The film’s fun- 
niest scene has Abronsius holding up a cru- 
cifix to which an amused Shagal coyishly 
retorts. "Boy have you got the wrong vam- 
pire!’’. 


Time has been vciy kind to this movie. It 
has a wonky, operatic sense of style, the 
score (by late composer Krysztoff Komeda) 
has a playful baroque elegance and the 
scares, when they come, are genuinely Jolt- 
ing. Tate adds melancholic sex appeal and 
the cast is game. The Jokes are of the Blake 
Edwards variety and when they work, they 
really work. There’s a real sense of cinema 
here and it acts as the perfect primer for the 
man’s follow-up film, the classic devil 
spawn melodrama Warner 
Home Video’s widescreen DVD is lovely 
but sports the slightly cut American print, 
not. unfortunately, the saucier UK edition. 

Ben Cortman 

iNNOCeNCe LOST 

LEMOBft; A CHILD'S lAlE Of THE 
SUPERNAiyBAL(13T3| DVD 

Starring Lesley Glib, Cheryl “Rainbeaux” Smith 
and William Whitton 

Written and directed by Richard Blackburn 
Synapse 

The finest vampire film you've never 
seen. Richard Blackburn's Lemora: A 
Child's Tale of the Supernaiitrul has finally 
made its digital debut; a momentously 
macabre event announced 
earlier this year in RM#37. 
This extremely literate film 
plays out like Lillie Red 
Riding Hood by way of H.P. 
Lovecraft and Brain Stoker. 
Synapse ha.s restored Black- 
burn’s low-budget debut to 
its full vampiric gloiy with 
a DVD that will please 
older fans and welcome a 
new legion of admirers into 
the icy arms of Lemora, the 
Lady Dracula. 

Set against an unrelent- 
ingly creepy backdrop of 
1930s southern gothic, 
Lemora is the tale of Lila Lee (the late 
Cheryl "Rainbeaux" Smith), a 13-year-old 
choir singer who sneaks away to the nearby 
town of Asteroth to make amends with her 
estranged father. In truth, she's headed into 
the clutches of Lemora (Lesley Gilb). a mys- 
terious woman who wants to initiate the 
young Christian into an immoral lifestyle. 





Lila comes across a 
strange race of beast-men 
on a harrowing bus ride 
through the woods, but 
that’s nothing compared 
to the macabre sights in 
Lemora 's mansion, 
where she eventually 
learns the sinister fate ofher father. 

Lemora combines everything that’s great 
about the vampire tradition, the dark sexual 
undercurrents extend from the very first 
frame. As the ultimate cormptible. Lila Lee 
is the object of everyone’s consuming lust, 
from the church Reverend (played by direc- 
tor Blackburn) to the townspeople to Lemo- 
ra herself. Although the pedophilic themes 
were ambiguous enough to cam the film a 
PG rating on release in the early 1970s. they 
did not go unnoticed by the Catholic Legion 
of Decency, who immediately slapped the 
film with a "Condemned” rating for twenty 
years. 

Ignore the haphazard monster makeup and 
the rough edges - Lemora drips with atmos- 
phere and presence, as showcased in this 
absolutely stunning transfer from Synapse. 
The rich blue exteriors and the glimpses of 
cobwebbed finery in the Victorian house 
create a dreamy ambience previously 
obscured in earlier VHS releases. Lemora 
makes for an original and haunting viewing 
experience, and Synapses’ long-awaited 
DVD is fangs down, one of the best horror 
reissues of 2004. 

Paul Corupe 


KOLCH^qK, 

THe ORieiNJilL MULDGR 

NIGH! SIMfl|1972| DVO 

starring Darren McGavin 
and Simon Oakerland 
Directed by John Llewellyn Moxey 
Written by Richard Matheson 

NIDHI SIRIGEEH I13J3I DVD 

Starring Darren McGavin 
and Simon Oakerland 
Directed By Dan Curtis 
Written by Richard Matheson 
MGM 

In 1972, hot on the heels of his successful 
Dark Shadows TV series and films, produc- 
er Dan Curtis once again ventured into the 
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on selected fantastic Sideshow 
12 inch Universal Monster 
Action Figures. 


Be SURE to visit our WEBSITE 
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Kolchak: The very first monster hunter. 


realms of the supernat- 
ural. This lime. Curtis 
worked alongside leg- 
endary writer Richard 
Christian Matheson {RMtf35) introdueing 
the character of Carl Kolchak, intrepid 
reporter and vciy first monster hunter. Veter- 
an actor Dairen McGavin donned the seer- 
sucker suit, straw hat. and brought Kolchak 
to life; hunting evil in the night, long before 
Mulder and Scully went skulking about in 
The X-Files. 

John Moxey and Curtis released two TV 
nims. The Nighi Stalker in 1972. and The 
Night Strangler in 1973. which proved to be 
so successful for ABC. that the network 
debuted The Night Stalker TV series the fol- 
lowing year. McGavin then became leg- 
endary for playing the role of Kolchak, the 
underpaid, disrespected, and disbelieved 
reporter, who tried obsessively to convince 
the authorities and press that monsters did 
exist. 

In The Night Stalker, Kolchak finds him- 
self in Las Vegas, looking to stake a pesky 
vampire. Despite his futile attempts to con- 
vince his editor and the local police ol'the 
undead threat. Kolchak has to take matters 
into his own hands. Although dated by 
today's standards, the film stands as one of 
the first instances of the nrodem vampire; 
Matheson's bloodsucker doesn't wear a 
cape, or speak with a European accent. 
Instead, he drives a car and rips olTa blood 
bank. Despite its hoary retro style. The Night 
Stalker manages atmosphere and creep 
throughout. 


One year later, in The Night 
Strangler, Kolchak finds himself 
taking work in Seattle after being 
thrown out of Las Vegas over the 
aforementioned vampire fiasco. 

Rchircd by his weary editor Tony 
Vincenzo (Oakland). Kolchak 
begins to root out evil once again 
after a series of bizan'c strangula- 
tions plague the city - hence the 
film’s name. As it turns out. the 
killings arc occurring at the hands of an 
undcad alchemist (Richard Anderson), 
who's desperately trying to perfect the for- 
mula for immortality. 

MGM has done a passable job of releasing 
the two films on one disc, which includes 
two interviews with Dan Curtis discussing 
the TV series. While the prints arc gorgeous 
and look better than the Anchor Bay release 
from a few years back, fans arc still left hun- 
gry for more. If MGM has enough sense to 
rclea.se the Kolchak films, here’s to hoping 
that someone will finally release the long 
overdue complete TV series. 

Tim Merrill 

Rcvewec of thg ncrd 


starring Clint Howard, Joseph Cortese 

and Richard Moll 

Directed by Eric Weston 

Written by Eric Weston and Joseph Garafalo 

Anchor Bay 

Home computers in the early ’80s were 
awesome, they could launch kids into space 


(Exjtlorers), initiate nuclear war (tVar 
Game.s). and create total babes (My Science 
Project). If you were Clint Howard in Evils- 
peak, an Apple 11 could also summon 
demons! 

Howard stars as Coopersmith. a bumbling 
militai-y cadet and bully magnet for his 
classmates. Thev routinely kick his ass and 
break his stuff, including a model catapult 
(allowing for the seldom-heard line, "You 
broke my catapult! You'll pay for that!"). 
You can't help but feel for the harmless guy 
who happens to get under the skin of pretty 
much everyone, even the school priest. 

When Cooperemith is assigned to clean 
the church basement he stumbles across the 
tomb of a 16th century Satanist (played in a 
fiashback by Richard "Bull from Night 
Court" Moll). Thick with cob- 
webbed books and candles that 
never bum out. the catacomb is 
pure Tales From the Crypt, 
made completely cartoonish 
when Coop brings in a school 
computer to help him perform a 
black mass. Much like Windows 
ME. the program flashes animat- 
ed pentagrams, demands blood, 
and has the power to kill. 

The painfully contrived plot comes to a 
head when Coop's toimentors violate the 
tomb and savage his puppy, the demonic 
revenge that ensues is a triumph of 
exploitainment. Imagine if you will. Clint 
Howard - thinning hair sticking .straight up. 
tortured look pasted on his mug, clutching a 
medieval sword - fioating on wires through 
a burning church while black pigs devour 
those classmates he doesn’t decapitate or 
whose hearts he doesn’t tear out. As lame as 
the computer screen animations are. the 
practical blood and guts effects, particularly 
in a scene where a sccretaiy is eaten by pigs, 
are top-notch. 

The movie earns genre gem status because 
cowritcivdirector Eric Weston went for it. art 
and soul. He haplessly mixed Carr/c-like 
drama. Revenge of the Nerds-s,\.y\<d computer 
hijinks. X-rated gore (liilly restored for the 
first time by Anchor Bay), and the enigma 
wrapped in a faurrito that is Clint Howard. 
Evilspeak: hysterically dumb, shockingly 
gory, and wildly entertaining. Eat your 
wretched heart out, FearDolConi. 

Dave Alexander 
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ONCE AND FOR ALL, AND ALL FOR ONCE... 



Their stunning new worldwide smash album finally available in NORTH AMERICA 
Featuring “Wish I Had An Angel” and the hit single “Nemo” 



GRAB IT OCTOBER 5th 

NORTH AMERICA release features bonus tracks, 
the video for “Wish I Had An Angel” and new artwork 
- Not available on import version - 



Two straight-fotvideo war-fhemed genre films recently slipped under 
radafjipuf tt|e’re finally giving these two independent exercises in 
terror the memorial they deserve. Better late than never.... 



Starring Jamie Beil, Andy Serkis 
and Hugo Speer 

Written and directed by Michael J. Bassett 
Lions Gate Home Entertainment 

Deathwatch, the first feature from British 
writer/director Michael J. Bassett, opens with 
a harrowing first act before plunging its 
beleaguered characters headlong into a 
sprawling network of enemy trenches 
choked with corpses and rats, soon to be a 
literal maze of psychological and supernatur- 
al torments. But the men of Y-Company 
decide to hold the trenches until reinforce- 
ments arrive. 

A few seriously freaked out Germanic sur- 
vivors cowering in the gore, muck and vermin 



Starring Charley Boorman, 

Jack Davenport and John Carlisle 
Directed by Rob Green 
Written by Clive Dawson 
MTI 

Don’t be footed by that cover, it may have 
that 70s zombie-Nazis look to it. but rookie 
diredor Rob Green’s film isn't much con- 
cerned with the fascist undead. It is psycho- 
logfcal horror set against the backdrop of 
WWIt. So, if you’re looking for a companion 
film to Shockmves, Zombie Lake or Oasis of 
the Zombies, you’re barking up the wrong 
abattoir. The Bunker has more in common 
with Michael Mann’s Nazi fortress flick The 
Keep ttian it does those other fleshy titles. 

Actually, it’s remarkably similar to Death- 
watch, though made one year before it. 


attempt to warn them of a powerful force that 
decimated their former stronghold. But the 
Brits take prisoners and it seems like a hero- 
ic coup for the good guys, then the terror 
creeps in. 

Strange battle noises, nightmarish visions, 
and crippling paranoia grip the soldiers. They 
second-guess each other and fights break 
out among the ranks. With no help on the 
way, madness and violence take over. The 
nerve-wracked survivors realize they’re 
trapped, under attack from something they 
can’t even fight, and that the biggest monster 
may be among them . When the vengeful enti- 
ty behind it ail is finally revealed, the film 
lives up to its tagiine: “Deliver us from evil.” 

Bassett has said that Deathwatch is 
intended as an atmospheric allegory rather 


than a straight-up war- 
themed horror flick, but 
it’s an allegory with a 
thick smattering of vio- 
lence, gore, and scares. 

The conclusion is a bit 
of letdown if you’re 
anticipating a ghost or ; ! 

monster movie, but rt I ^ 

scores big on originali- j ^ 
ty, production design 
(the trenches are sick, man!), and sheer ten- 
sion. The performers are excellent, particu- 
larly Andy “Gollum" Serkis, who proves he 
can play an unstable, bug-eyed ghoul without 
being computer animated. War is hell, and s 
Deathwatch pushes that concept to whole 
new level. 



Instead of following allied 
troops succumbing to mad- 
ness and (mostly) unseen 
forces in a maze of trench- 
es, The Bunker follows 
Nazis succumbing to mad- 
ness and (mostly) unseen 
forces while trapped in an 
anti-tank bunker. 

It’s the final months of 
the war and a German unit on the run from 
the Americans retreat to a concrete bunker. A 
pair of reservists, one too young, the other 
too old, man the place, but they're nearly out 
of ammo and HQ informs them that rein- 
forcements are not coming - it’s a desperate 
situation. To make matters worse, some of 
the men are plagued by guilt after participat- 
ing in a horrific act, one of them is a paranoid 
pill-popper on the edge, and worse still, 
there’s someone or something with them in 


the building’s maze :of under- 
ground tunnels, ^ 

At first they think ;the allied 
troops are trying to, sneak : hi 
through one of the unfinfehed pas- 
sageways, but then the old man 
tells of a mass grave of murdered 
plague victims that suggests a 
supernatural threat even before 
soldiers begin to go missing. 

Most of the chills in the film come from the 
mounting paranoia in an already tense, 
claustrophobic atmosphere. The men 
become their own worst enemies, making for 
more ambiguity about the source pf the hor- 
ror than visceral thrills, (much Id® DeaW,- 
watch), and it works. Green overworks Ste 
fortress-as-conscience war meteor a bit, 
and some of the characters are stock army, 
movie types, but his ambitions are admirable. 
The Bunker, forgive the pun, is solid. T 
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This fall. Rod Serling's spooky TV 
follow-up to The Twilight Zone UnMy 
got the DVD box set treatment from 
Universal. But once again, an extras- 
starved set makes us wonder whether 
anyone at the studio has ever actually 
stepped into the Night Gallery.... 

TeievlsioN’s i^GHTNaORe l^useuM 

by John W. Bowen and Jen Vuckovic 

“Good evening, and welcome to a private showing of three paintings, displayed here for the first 
time. Each is a collector’s item in its own way - not because of any special artistic quality, but 
because each captures on a canvas, suspends in time and space, a frozen moment of a nightmare.” 

W ith that introduction, creator/host Rod often suffers from having to conform to the hotiy anticipated DVD reissue of the show’s 

Serling's familiar voice ushered viewers boundaries of early 1 970s network TV, there are complete first season {which consists of only six 

into his relatively short-lived post- MZ/ff/jf Zone plenty of genuinely chilling moments to be had. episodes so it’s augmented with six later 

horror/supernatural television anthology (inci- Many episodes were written by Serling himself, episodes) doesn’t contain all the fan favourites 

dentally, also Serling’s last). while others he adapted from short stories by but it’s certainly welcome in that the material 

The format of Night Gallery, for the uninitiated, H.R Loyecraft (Rickman’s Model), August Derleth included is in its original, uncut, hour-long for- 

was similar to that of The Twilight Zone, except (House - V/ith Ghost), Algernon Blackwood (The mat. Nevertheless, there is one other important 

that the framing device showed Serling strolling Doll), Robert Bloch (Logoda’s Heads), Richard “but” ttiat we are compelled to examine, 

through a sombre and seemingly infinite art Matheson (The Funeral) and more. The flue Worgye caveat: if you think that Uni- 

gallery with no walls; its paintings eerily sus- The talent on both sides of the camera was a versal’s new Munstei^ collection skimps on 
pended in mid-air. Each of the macabre works of similar treasure trove of established veterans extras (fl/W#47), the /V/gWGa/Ze/ybox may leave 
art in the shadowy gallery told its own story, (Vincent Price, Joan Crawford, Roddy McDowall, you outraged, it stands to reason that if the film 
inevitably a downbeat Orson Welles and even John Saxon!) and up- or TV show in question has had books written 
cautionary tale (usually and-comers (Steven Spielberg, Diane Keaton, aboutit(as/\/iffW6a//e/yhas),somekindofdoc- 
of the be-careful-what- Sally Field). An impressive lineup worthy of umentary feature is in order, especially consid- 
you-wish-for ilk) or respect but... though the show consistently ran ering these are their own classic TV shows! The 
moral fable In which one hour, the episodes themselves were routine- complete absence of any extra features (unless 
the Seven Deadly Sins ly cut down to half-hour installments by produc- you count the six bonus episodes from later sea- 
(Greed and Pride in er Jack Laird and, by the third season, tension sons) is hard to accept, let alone condone. The 
particular) are pun- began to build between Serling and Laird over good people at www.nightgallery.net (the defin- 
ished in deliciously his insistent inclusion of uncharacteristic itive NG site featuring an episode guide, audio 
ironic fashion. comedic vignettes (you’ll recognize them when clips and images of the paintings and more) 

The show debuted as you see them), eventually signalling the prema- state that the Mystery Channel shot over ten 

a feature-length pilot in ture death of the show after just three seasons hours of cast interview footage in 2001 and 

1969 (and included a segment called Eyes, fea- and 33 episodes. audio commentary by Serling was recorded in 

turing the last substantial role of silver screen Nevertheless, Night Gaiiery has retained an 1975 before his death - all of which could have 
veteran Joan Crawford and helmed by first-time enthusiastic cult following (parodied on The been included here. The site even launched an 
director Steven Spielberg), then ran in an hour- Simpsons - proof positive), but it still seems to online petition, but Universal was apparently 
long format from December 1970 to November have fallen through the cracks when compared unswayed by any of it and our beloved Night 

12, 1972 between 10 and 11pm on NBC. It was to the mighty Zone and other sci-fi/dark fantasy Gaiiery was released as is... yet another infrac- 

only after Serling’s first year episode They’re series of yesteryear, notably TTre Outer /./m/fs. To tion in Universal’s growing rap sheet of DVD 
Tearing Down Tim Riley’s Bar won an Emmy our own butt-clenching chagrin. Night Gaiiery offenses. A second petition has been launched 
award that the show earned its second season, didn’t even make the list in our Terror On TV ret- to encourage the studio to redeem themselves. 

Like its predecessor, some of /V/g/7f Oa/te/ys rospective {RM#16} back in the summer of Seek it and sign it at: 
tales self-consciously arch while others are 2000, an inexcusable oversight on our part. www.petitiononline.com/ng1969/petition.html. 
pretty straight-faced, and though the content Now on to the real controversy. Universal’s I: 
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The Arrow, news h/s mssm for the genre 

ON HIS SLEEVES. HiS REVIEWS ARE mSISHTFUL, 
SMART, mm, COME STRAISHT FROM THE HEART... 
AND OH, THEv'RE ALSO FUNNI AS HEU./’ 

James Wan (Director of SAW) 


“ OKJRe Reviews . horror News 
coNTesTS . ceces iNTeRviews 
DISCUSStON BOARD.SeXY MiSTResses 
AND MORe! 



my> 








V^NTi!ise Horror Reissues 

SMARQUEE 


EMPATHY FOR THE DEVIL 

SHIIDDW OfUDOOBIlIPpVD 

Starring Joseph Gotten, Teresa Wright 
and Macdonaid Carey 
Directed by Alfred Hitchcock 
Written by Thornton Wilder 
and Gordon McDonell 
Universal Home Video 

Ask the average film fan about the 
greatest monsters of the black and white 
era and you’ll likely hear about the fantas- 
tic creatures played by Karloff. Lugosi 
and the Chaneys. The really disturbing 
ghouls, however, are the ones that weren't 
turned into 1 lallowcen masks, but the ones 
that could - when they wanted to — walk 
the streets as seemingly average people. 

Peter Lorrie as the child killer in Fritz 
Lang’s M (1931) and Robert Mitchum as 
the murderous preacher in Night of the 
Hunter (1955. see pg. 86) were among the 
best, but no such list would be complete 
without Joseph Cotten in Alfred Hitch- 
cock’s wickedly subversive Shadow of u 
Doubt. 

Made in 1941. it was the British direc- 
tor’s first film set in America, and his goal 
was to bring "murder and violence back 
into the home where it belongs.” Cotten. 
best known for his work with Orson Welles 
in Citizen Kane (1941) and The Third Man 
(1949). plays Uncle Charlie, a dashing 
chap with a heart of gold on the outside, 
and murder in his veins. When federal 
agents peg him as the Merry Widow Killer 
(exactly what the title describes), he pays a 
visit to his rustic relatives. 

Charlie’s niece and namesake (Teresa 
Wright) greets him with open amis - a lit- 


Shadowofa Doubt: Hitchcock's wickedly subversive serial killer movie. 


tie too open, as the movie subtly implies an 
incestuous attraction between the two — and 
parades him around town, where his charm 
quickly ingratiates him to the locals, particu- 
larly a certain rich widow. When undercover 
investigators tell young Charlie of their sus- 
picions, she has to come to grips with the fact 
that her favourite person is a serial killer. 
When the Uncle realizes that she knows 
about him. young Charlie nearly falls victim 
to several nasty “accidents.” 

Hitchcock and the screenwriters conjure up 
the most saccharine version of Middle Amer- 
ica imaginable and then poison it. Case in 
point: young Charlie’s father and friend are 
murder mystery junkies, joking about plan- 
ning each other’s deaths (classic Hitchcock 
humour), but they’re just as oblivious as the 
rest of the townsfolk that their all-American 
friend is evil. 

In the 35-minute documentary on the 
movie included with Universal’s new collec- 


tor’s release, filmmaker Peter Bogdano\ ich 
describes Hitchcock’s approach to the char- 
acter as “empathy for the devil.” To Hitch- 
cock, Uncle Charlie is the sickness of a 
repressed society returning home to feed. 
This creeps through into the subtext of the 
movie, which has been written about else- 
where: that Uncle Charlie is a \’ampire. 

Like Nosferatu. he’s introduced lying on a 
bed in a darkened room: later, young Charlie 
describes herself as “in tunc” with him when 
she’s overcome with the urge to contact her 
uncle and invite him into their home; he has- 
n’t had his photo taken since boyhood and 
hales it; and he often appears shrouded in 
shadow and smoke. It’s an ideal motif for this 
dark masterpiece. Hitchcock knew, far ahead 
of his time and way before The Texas Chain- 
.saw Mas.sacre. that the scariest monsters 
walk among us. 

Dave .Alexander 
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Available 
December 28, 
2004 


ft TWILIGHT ZOU?, testing the Ifmits realj^ ^cl explonng i ^ 
universe. ATing from 1 985 to 1989, th'is eritieal^edalmed-anti nT' 
on the legacy of the original Rod Serlrng program ‘and attracted?lfllfe’;^ew|| 
^^udience of fans. The series features major stars in corgpelling tates of rnTn^edyfl 
such noted writers as Ray Bradbury, Stephen King, Harlan Ellison, Rocloie S. 1 
O'Bannon, Arthur C. Clarke and Theodore Sturgeon. I 

FOi^REBUHnomMi o 

CR/WEtt (Scream) HiARTHA COOLIOGE (Real Genius) 

WILLIAM FRIEDKIN (The Exorcist) TOMMY LEE WALLACE (Stephen Kind's It) 
EOBERIT DOWHEY (Ptctney Swope) JEMINOT SZWARC (Somewhere in Time) 
PETER MEDAK (The Changeling) , , 

JOE DANTE (The Howling) ^ 

JOHN MILIUS fCoHflw 


.SRECIALJEATifREs ^ 

Wes Craven Video Interview 

Over a Dozen Audio Commentaries by the creative forces 
behind the show, including HARLAN ELLISON, WES CRAVEN, 
PHIUP DeGUERE, ALAN BRENNERT, BRADFORD MAY, JAMES 
CROCKER, JD FEIGELSON, WILLIAM WU and GREG BEAR 
Photo Galleries 


SPECIAL PEATURES 

.Stunning Brand-New Transfers! Remastered from new high-definition film transfers using the 
original camera negatives and magnetic soundtrack. 

Audio Commentaries by Earl Holliman, Martin Landau, Rod Taylor, Martin Milner, Kevin McCarthy, 
Ted Post and William Self 

Vintage Audio Recollections with Burgess Meredith, Douglas Heyes, Richard L. Bare, 

Buck Houghton, Anne Francis and Richard Matheson — 

Rod Serling Audio Lectures from Sherwood Oaks College 4 'f 

Isolated Music Scores featuring the legendary X 

Bernard Herrmann, Jerry Goldsmith and more ' y I 

Rod Serling Promos for "Next Week's Show" I 

Original Unaired Pilot Version of "Where Is Everybody?" ^OMPANlOiV I 

with Rod Serling's Network Pitch ^^9^' : ' I 

Rare Rod SerlinaBlooDer GOmiNS fKEE TOP-SEUm “*“*»• ■ 

Rare Bod Serling Blooper HBS-PUGE GOlUem S BOOK: Marc f 

• THE milWHT ZONE COUPMIOH f 
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Jesus: Roeear OiuaaaY, Count XoaG/i fUMseip.' 


I wish I was a 70s vampire. Not a vampire 
in his 70s, but rather one of those super- 
suave, ultra-decadent, omnisexual biood- 
suckas that ran rampant in the decade 
that really let loose. Imagine; the sequined 
coffin, the batwing collar, the swingin’ 
Transylvanian key parties... man, to be young, 
dumb and full of blood back then would’ve been 
a fine time indeed. 

But as Mick dagger once said so profoundly, 
■ You can’t always get what you want.” So 
instead of living the life I was born to live, I’ve 
settled to wallow in reels of retro vampiric cellu- 
loid and, in the process, discover my own per- 
sonal undead Jesus; Robert Quarry, Count Yorga 
himself. And if you don’t know who Robert Quar- 
ry is, feel no shame, that’s what your Schizoid 


Clnephile is here for, baby doll. 
Read on. 

Handsome, stocky Robert Quar- 
ry was born in San Rosa, California 
way back in 1925 which makes 
him... umm... old Quarry got the 
acting bug early and floated 
around Hollywood for years, land- 
ing bit parts in quality studio stuff 
like Alfred Hitchcock’s Shadow of a 
Doubt (see pg. 60), Sam Fuller’s 
House of Bamboo and Gerd 
Oswald’s pitiful Bond rip-off Agent 
for H.A.R.M (a personal fave), 
before hitting plastic-fanged gold 
In 1 970 with American Internation- 
al Pictures’ magnificent and 
hyper-successful mini-master- 
piece Count Yorga, Vampire. 

Originally titled The Loves of 
Count lorga, Vampire [the onscreen 
title on many prints) and intended 
as a softcore horror vehicle, the 
film took a new sheen after direc- 
tor Bob Keitjan cut out the boobs 
and bums to get a PG, but left in the blood, thank 
god. Quarry’s modern and sophisticated rein- 
vention of Dracula struck a chord with audi- 
ences tired of the typical stuffed-shirt Hammer 
Drac epics. His intense steel blue-eyed stare, 
borderline hammy Shakespearean line deliver- 
ies and sexy, commanding screen stance made 
him the logical successor to Lee’s increasingly 
redundant Count. 

The following year, after the knock-down suc- 
cess of Yorga, Quarry got a little too big for his 
cape. He poured his profits into another similar- 
ly plotted horror flick, the incredible, and deliri- 
ously cheesy, hippie vamp cult thriller Death- 
master (Eyes Like Hot Coals... Fangs Like 
RazorsI). Portraying a sort of Charles Manson 
figure with fangs. Quarry - essentially playing 


by Chris Alexander 


Yorga with a goatee and vaguely communist 
aesthetic - becomes the guru of a Southern Cal- 
ifornia flower child commune. Before long, these 
acid-dropping dopes are having blood orgies 
galore and it’s up to a reformed pothead and the 
guy who did the voice for Winnie the Pooh’s pal 
Piglet to save the sordid day. 

Meanwhile, AlP had been grooming Quarry as 
their successor to Vinnie Price and when they 
learned ’ole Bobby was roguishly making his 
own vampire flick, they picked up the distribu- 
tion rights and promptly kicked Quarry in the 
balls. Arkoff and Nicholson did release the film, 
but did absolutely no promotion, opting to teach 
Quarry a lesson by dumping the sublime Death- 
master on the drive-in circuit for one measly 
week. The film then sat in obscurity for 30 years, 
occasionally popping up on late night TV, until 
Fred Olen Ray’s Retromedia company gave it a 
deluxe DVD release last year. (Olen Ray ain't 
good for much, however, he did us a solid with 
that release.) 

The Return of Count Yorga followed one year 
later and was just as good if not better thaa its_ 
predecessor. Those eyes, those clothes, that 
voice, that mouthful of chintzy dime store fangs! 
Sigh! Swoon! Bite me, Bobby Ql But Hollywood, 
and especially the ever-morphing, ultra-finicky 
horror genre, being what it is, eventually gave up 
on the aging actor in favour of fresh blood. One 
last huzzah came in the form of the sequel to 
camp classic The Abominable Doctor Phibes, 
where Quarry played opposite Vincent Price’s tit- 
ular heavy, but that was about it. No more Yorga, 
no sign of the Deathmaster, no more crazysexy- 
cool vampire guy. Life sucks, pun intended. 

The quintessential ’70s fiend; women wanted 
to fuck him, lads wanted to be him. Currently 
still alive, but career dead. Robert Quarry, the 
Schizoid Clnephile gives you a twenty stake 
salute! 

Alexander out. I; 
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From acclaimed veteran horror director Brett Piper 
r comes his newest and wildest creation yet - 
|\ the mutant-bugs-on-the-loose monster movie 
and special FX spectacular BITE ME! 


stars 

MISTY MUNDAE (Screaming Dead) 

ROB MONKIEWICZ (Screaming Dead) 
JULIAN WELLS (Dr. Jelryll S Mistress. Hyde) 
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IN This issue! 


1 AM LEGION: THE DANCING FAUN #1 (OF 3) 

by Nury and Cassaday Humanoids/DC 

WE3 #1 (OF 3) 

by Morrison and Quitely DC/Vertigo 

HEll HOUSE #1 (OF 4) 

by Matheson, Edgington and Fraser IDW 

WESTERN TALES OF TERROR #2 

by various Hoarse and Buggy 

THE CROW: FLESH AND BLOOD TPB 

by Vance and Maieev Dark Horse 

THE DROWNED 

by Laini and Jim Di Bartolo Image 

EVIL EYE #12 

by Richard Sala Fantagraphics 



P art espionage thriller, pari historical fiction, and 
pure horror, 1 Am Legion: The Dancing Faun is 
the most refreshingly original use of vampire 
mythology since Steve Niles’ 30 Days of Night. Set in 
the dying days of 1942, this World War 11 epic posits the 
Nazi use of a vampire as a potential super soldicr-cum- 
puppet master, and its potentially devastating effect on 
the war’s outcome. 

Fabien Nury’s deviously twisted plot follows the 
paths of a half-dozen protagonists, including MI-6 and 
Wermacht agents, Balkan freedom fighters and a British 
cabinet minister who is himself in body only. The 
book’s titular character is a 10-year-old Romanian girl 
who is inferred to actually be the centuries-old sister of 
Vlad the Impaler. and who can simultaneously control 
the bodies of many men (and even animals) 
upon infecting their blood with her own; hence 
her code name, “Legion.” 

The first issue concludes with a disturbing sci- 
entific demonstration in a Nazi compound, 
where ten mind-controlled Jewish prisoners are 
ordered to sacrifice themselves simply to prove 
that the vampire’s powers arc legitimate (the 
implication being, to quote one of the supervising 
bureaucrats, that there is enough “raw material” in 
the concentration camps to “recycle” as neo-Ger- 
man soldiers). Spectacularly detailed art by Eis- 
ner-winner John {Planetary) Cassaday (see RM#4]) 
enhances the already credibly dramatic plot. Cassaday 
has a real knack for realistic action and violence, both of 
which abound here. Of particular note are two 
sequences involving ritual sacrifice, coloured in twi- 
light-red to augment the impression of blood by the 
bucketful. 

I Am Legion is among the first batch of comics pub- 
lished by DC in association with the Humanoids 
imprint, and it is (so far) the sole strictly horror title in 
this line of accomplished European works, some of 
which are brand new {Legion) and some of which date 
back to the ’70s. all available in North America (ti'ans- 
lated) for the first time. That said, though science fiction 
remains the linchpin of the Humanoids books, elements 


/ Am Legion: The most refreshing vampire comic since 30 Days of Night. 


of horror surface in almost all of them, 
from Townscapes - a trilogy of political 
allegories, one of which centres upon 
the dehumanizing effect of physically 
constructing utopia - to The 
Metabarons (by legendary Santa San- 
gre director Alexandro .lodorowsky), a 
capitalist critique in the guise of a space 


adventure, in which torture and self- 
mutilation are standards of manhood. 
Whatever the subject or genre, this 
entire line is unusual as hell and comes 
highly recommended. You’re not in 
Kansas anymore, Dorothy. 

More info: humanoidspublishing.com 
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As a friend at my local comic store astutely 
observed, the difference between a 
Disney movie and a horror story is 
that the latter's synopsis ends with 
“and then everything went terribly, 
terribly wrong.” One of the most 
han'owing emotional experiences 
I’ve enjoyed in a veiy long time 
came courtesy of fVES #}, a comic 
masterpiece about scientific abuse 
that can only be described as The 
Incredible Joiirnev via Franken- 
stein. Brilliantly demented Scottish 
storytellers Grant Morrison and Frank Quite- 
ly (art) remind us that while man's treatment 
of his brothers is cruel enough, his treatment 
of animals can be truly brazen. 

If there isn’t a lump in your 
throat when you finish reading 
this one, then either you work in 
R&D at the USAF or you’re a 
real man (you heartless bas- 
tard!). 



It’s only natural to be a skeptic; 
the 1973 film version of Richard 
Matheson’s Hell House was any- 
thing but legendaiy, so could a 
black and white comic adaptation 
capture the spirit? Artist Simon 
Fraser’s breathtaking sense of 
architecture, environment and atmosphere 
wilt make believers of us all (hell, he makes 
even the walking approach to Belasco House 
suspensefull). Tight interior RO.V. 
angles effectively suggest that the 
mansion is both alive and restless, 
establi.shing tension subtly instead 
of resorting to cheap show and tell. 

That said, the ghostly visitation 
sequence that concludes issue #1 
should be required reading for 
Hollywood storyboard artists. 

A straightforward straight shoot- 
er, Western Tales of Terror haa two 
tall tale tellin’ criteria: horror and 


the Wild West. The implicit levity commen- 
surate with that pairing is just a bonus (hence 
hilarious character handles like Belle Dorado. 
Siren Sanchez and Hector Plasm). The first 
issue of this EC-style anthology 
was a respectable pioneering 
experience (with a poster-worthy 
cover by Tony Moore, to boot). 
But hats off to the Hoarse and 
Buggy team for rustlin’ up the 
frontier ffcakshow that compris- 
es issue #2! Art varies from pass- 
able to don’t-pass-this-up. in 
other words, none of the fallow 
page-filler that often plagues 
anthologies, and ditto for the six 
short stories, the highlight of which is Skull 
Creek Reservation, a gut-busting twist on the 
“old Indian burial groimd" 
horror cliche. Now. how’s 
about a sequel to High 
Plains Drifter, boys? 

Collecting a late ’90s story 
arc originally published by 
Kitchen Sink, The Crow: 
Flesh and Blood is one of 
the least predictable entries 
in this oftentimes repetitive 
series about love, loss and 
retribution from beyond 
the grave. For starters, it 
marks the first time that 
the Crow manifests as a 
woman, and takes full advantage of the cru- 
cial difference between the sexes by having 
her revenge story centre around the most 
innocent of victims: an 
unborn baby. Part of what 
makes the character of protag- 
onist Iris Shaw so intriguing, 
though, is tire fact that she was 
considering an abortion at the 
lime of her murder. As a result, 
the reader is never certain 
whether her ultra-violent wrath 
is directed at the men who 
killed her as much as at her 
own self Alex Maleev’s 
noirish black and whites hint at 




the dark, gritty atmos- 
phere he would later 
bring to Marvel’s Dare- 
devil, and lend credibil- 
ity to the frequently 
too-tough dialogue. 

Set in the immediate 
aftermath of the 
French Revolution. 

The Drowned is, on the surface, the story of a 
coastal town that destroyed itself in a witch 
hunt, But of course, the very act of drowning 
implies delving past the surface, and half the 
joy of reading this dread-ridden, 
atmospheric comic is 
trying to figure out 
what really lies 
beneath. Artist Jim Di 
Bartolo meticulously 
evokes Gothic archi- 
tecture and period cos- 
tumes under moody 
washes; a stunning, 
haunting accomplish- 
ment. And it’s a testa- 
ment to Laini Di Barto- 
lo’s evocative and poet- 
ic writing that you don’t see the end coming 
before it’s far too late. There’s hint of a 
sequel; I’ll be watching the ripples. 

A serial some six years 
in the telling. Reflection 
In A Glass Scorpion 
comes to a semi-satisfy- 
ing conclusion in Evil 
Eye #12. The plot resolu- 
tion is typical of 
picaresque writcr/artist 
Richard Sala: hectically 
Hitchcockian and mani- 
acally madcap - a 
child’s garden of mur- 
der. But there are far too 
many clean backgrounds and character close- 
ups, when the devilish details and busy back- 
grounds are often the best part of Sala’s 
unique style. Why so much white space, 
Richard? It’s hard to lurk without shadows! 
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"No one writes likltaiTmon, and you're 
^oing to have a good time with anything 
Sie writes." — DeanKoontz 

"GradelA Laymen. Will leave even Jaded 
readers gasping!" — Publishers Weekly 

"Raw, uninhibited horror at its classic 
best. Five stars!" —SFX Magazine 
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profondo Ar^ento 

Alan Jones 

FAB Press 

Journalist Alan Jones has been a genre 
critic since Christ was a caipcntcr. Cinefan- 
lastique. Shivers, Fango - you name it - 
Jones was dipping his quill For them all. 
During his tour of duty in terror, the scribe 
also managed to strike up a friendship with 
Italian giallo king Dario Argento. he of the 
black gloves, fluid camera, hot dames and 
ultra-violent murders, the result of which is 
the massive Profondo Argento. 

A typically sumptuous, collector’s dream 
offering from - who else? - FAB Press. 
Jones’ hook is packed to the gills with eye- 
popping photos (some you’ve seen, and 
some new ones), exhaustive essays, inter- 
views (with pretty much everyone in the 
Argento universe, including his daughters) 
and reprinted critiques of the films them- 
selves. From the early days of The Bird With 
the Crysted Plumage, through to his collabo- 
ration with Romero on Dawn of the Dead, 
right on to the man’s most recent release // 
Cartaio {RM#4l). Jones covers it all. even 
proposed works like his third “Three Moth- 
ers” offering. As of this writing, Profondo 
Argento is fully and completely up-to-date. 

If you’re a fan of the man, tliis is probably 
languishing on your coffee table already; it’s 
pretty much the ultimate literary extension 
of Argento’s eiratic universe. The only pal- 


pable problems 1 had with the book are 
Jones’ opinions of the films themselves. 
Let's face it, critics are a dime a dozen, 
myself included, but I was shocked to sec 
the very sophisticated and talented Jones 
tear the intense Phenomena a new a-hole 
while larding praise upon the more than sus- 
pect Phantom of the Opera and calling it the 
man's best work since Suspiria. Wutchutalk- 
inbout Alan?! No matter. Jones has balls and 
he clearly loves, admires and respects 
Argento's work, but never stoops to kissing 
his Mediterranean ass. remaining scmi- 
objcctive till the end. A great book all 
around, and an important one at that. 

Chris Alexander 

The Year’s Best 
fantasy and Horror 
Ellen Datlow, Kelly Link, Gavin J. Grant, Eds. 

St. Martin’s Griffin 

We live in a hoirific age. So much so that, 
for inspiration, writers of horror need not 
resort exclusively to monster myths in order 
to instill chills. This anthology of new shon 
stories culled from various small press and 
mainstream magazines - the 17th annual 
such collection - finds new and established 
authors wrestling with modern-day hell, 
subjects like war. child abuse, ageing and 
what lies beyond. 

As honor editor Ellen Datlow points out 
in her introduction, many of these stories 


involve children. In fact, the two creepiest 
tales within are centred around young ones. 
Peter Crowther's Bedfordshire is unflinch- 
ing in its description of a young boy’s worst 
nightmares before walloping us with a dis- 
turbing twist ending, while Hunger: A Con- 
fession by Dale Bailey offers the volume’s 
most frightening bump in the night. (I don’t 
want to hear someone gnawing in the dark 
ever again after that one.) Dan Chaon's The 
Bees is a memorable yam that moralizes: 
lookout, deadbeat dads! 

Several stories delve into post-9/ 11 
unease, be it with infection and hysteria 
(George Saunders’ beautifully written The 
Red Bow), racism and bioterrorism (M. 
Rickert’s startling Bread and Bombs) or 
Ground Zero itself (Lucius Shepard’s novel- 
ette Only Partly Here). 

As befitting a collection half devoted to 
fantasy, the editors have also chosen work 
with both mystical and murderous tenden- 
cies. Fantasy editor Kelly Link's The Ilort- 
lak is funny, surprising and compares zom- 
bies to Canadians ("They look enough like 
real people at first, to fool you. But when 
you looked closer, you saw they were from 
some other place.”). Neil Gaiman’s story A 
Study In Emerald is a reprint from the Shad- 
ows Over Baker Street anthology, an exer- 
cise in writing Sherlock Holmes characters 
faced with Lovecraftian situations. It’s a 
highlight, a pleasure for its humorous and 
classic lone. The book's other big name. 






Jimbo In Purgatory 

Gary Ranter iSPuR^TOR 

A 36-page “mis-recounting of 
Dante Aligheri’s Divine Comedy," 

Jimbo In Purgatory was crafted 

between 1997 and 2001 by cult 

artist Gary Panter, now collected | v 

in an exquisite 1 7.5” x 1 2” hard- || ' 

back. Part social satire, part 

annotated quote carnival and ■ ii_; 

part pop culture mash-up, this book is the best kind of 
mindfuck; one that yields fresh insights with each read- 
ing. 


Behind the Mask of the Horror Actor 
Doug Bradley 

Trtan Books 

Originally published in 1996, Titan’s 

new expanded edition of Pinhead’s 

own perspective on the allure of the 

mask and the men beneath the make- 

up chronicles the history of theatrical 

masks from cave drawings all the way . 

to Karloff and Leatherface.An engaging 

and insightful peek into - as Clive Barker expertly puts 

it in the foreword - “the confessions of a professional 

monster.” 

Jen Vuckovic 


Spookhouse: Book Two 
Scott Hampton, Ed. 

IDW 

The sequel to artist Scott Hamp- 
ton’s critically acclaimed anthology 
of haunted house short story adap- 
tations features works by legends 
like Clive Barker and Robert E. 

Howard. An enchanting, fully paint- 
ed adaptation of Algernon Black- 
wood’s A Haunted Island (a Canadian ghost story writ- 
ten in 1899 when the British author was farming in 
Ontario) is included, evoking Monet via hallucinatory 
Irish painter Francis Bacon. Pretty freakin’ cool. 

Gary Butler 

Stiff: The Curious Lives 
Human Cadavers 
Mary Roach 

W.W. Norton and Co. 

Death doesn't have to be boring, we 
here at Rue Morgue are certainly 
aware of that. Mary Roach’s NYTimes 
best-selling novel is proof positive 
that sometimes we are more interest- 
ing and valuable in death than we 
ever were in life. Stiff is a hilarious, 
informative, expertly written chronicle of all the ways 
our discarded husks have benefited mankind through- 
out history. Morbid drollery aside, it’s one of the most 
engaging books I've ever read. Read it and then try to 
fill out your organ donor card! 

Jen Vuckovic 




Stephen King, offers Harvey’s Dream, a 
bit of domestic dread. 

The Year’s Best Fantasy and Horror 
also features an extensive year-in- 
review section summarizing standout 
work in the field, helping this tome 
clock in at over 500 pages. If, like these 
writers say, we really are going to hell, 
take this book: it ought to do you a long, 
long time. 

Liisa Ladouceur 

Ed^ar Allan poe’s Tales 
of Mystefy and Madness 
Illustrated by Gris Grimly 

Antheneum Books 

When people ask me what kind of bed- 
time stories 1 plan to tell my children in 
the I'uture, I immediately think of the 
writers who gave me those glorious dark 
dreams and fantastic nightmares when I 
was a lesser demon, for without them, I 
wouldn’t be who 1 am today. Naturally, 
Stmwwelpeter, Brothers Grimm, and the 
like, come to mind, but it was Edgar 
Allan Poe who 1 ritualized the most. The 
very name of the magazine you now hold 
in your hands respectfully eulogizes that 
literary madman who changed our lives 
forever. 

Poe’s macabre yet resounding poetic 
prose left me dislocated, hoirified and 
imaginatively inspired all at once, just 
like many of you and artists such as Gris 
Grimly {RMUSS). His new illustrated 
book, Edgar Allan Poe's Tales of Mys- 
tery and Madness, captures the night- 
marish essence of Poe’s work and aims it 
squarely at young readers. 

Grimly adapts, but does not dilute, four 
of Poe’s better known stories; The Black 
Cat, The Masque of the Red Death, Hop- 
Frog and The Fall of the House of Usher, 
augmenting them with his signature 
crooked and ghastly illustrations. Imagi- 
nations, like bog creatures, need feeding, 
and Grimly's book offers exactly that to 
a new generation of readers, though it’s 
clearly not limited exclusively to young 
adults with a proclivity for the macabre. 

From the blood-spattered, mummilled 
presence of the grim death of the plague 
to the grisly undead vengeance of the 
lady Madeline of Usher, Grimly’s Poe 
book is a treasure of demented art that all 
of us can appreciate. But more than that, 
it’s one of those rare keepsake books that 
horror fans should pack away into hope 
chests as a gift of beautiful literary dark- 
ness for their future little monsters. I’d 
love to read it again, but my copy’s 
already packed away. 

Jen Vuckovic 



Poe: Unpublished illustration by Gris Grimly 


smirk, sneer and scream 
Mark Clark 

McFarland Books 

Columbus, Ohio-based film 
critic Mark Clark is a fine 
writer and he knows his cho- 
sen terrain well, but his 
approach to “great acting in 
horror cinema” is uneven to 
the point of self-sabotage. His 
thesis - that many great per- 
formances have gone over- 
looked - is ceitainly credible, as is his further 
assertion that horror began as an actor’s 
genre before evolving into a fllrmnaker’s 
genre in the ’60s and ’70s (perhaps an over- 
ly broad generalization, but I’m ultimately 
inclined to agree). 

In his introduction Clark writes, “1 freely 
admit that this project reflects the prejudices 
of its author,” and you better bet it docs. He’d 
have been better off confining himself to an 
examination of early horror superstars: 
Karloff. Chaney, Lugosi, Price and their 
peers are superbly researched and critiqued 
here, but from the ’60s onward, things get a 
little foggy. While Ellen Burstyn, Linda 
Blair, Sissy Spacek, Anthony Hopkins and 
other notables get their due, Clark’s sins of 
omission are pretty grave. 

Here’s a sampling of actors who rate a 
measly sentence or paragraph: Sigourney 
Weaver, Robert Englund, Barbara Steele, 
Oliver Reed, Ray Milland, Donald Pleas- 
ance, Paul Naschy, Piper Laurie, Jason 
Miller and Ruth Gordon (hey, she only won 
the 1968 Oscar for Best freakin’ Supporting 
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ml stands over ten feet tall on its hind legs 
m and has eight arms. Antennae that shoot 
m five feet off of the top of its head wiggle and 
squirm as the giant crustacean stares into the 
face of a frightened man in a torn ragged uni- 
form, his downed rocket ship lies broken on the 
Martian landscape. Behind him, a second threat- 
ening behemoth approaches. What happens 
now? 

What happened, eventually, is the magazine 
you hold in your hands, but between the cover 
image of that 1 926 newsstand copy of Amazing 
Stories and the current issue of Rue Morgue is a 
journey through the annals of horror, fantasy and 
science fiction that would never have been 
accomplished were it not for Forrest J. Acker- 
man, affectionally known as “Uncle Forry” to 
genre fans the world over. 

Ackerman’s unparalleled enthusiasm for the 
genre inspired him to become a fan, collector, 
publisher, editor and agent to some of the 
biggest names in the field from Ray Bradbury to 


A. E. Van Vogt. He is also, of course, the creator 
of the seminal magazine Famous Monsters of 
Filmland (1958-82) - the first magazine of its 
kind to celebrate science fiction and horror as 
genres. Ackerman also created the notorious 
comic book character Vampirella (1969-pre- 
sent) and is even credited as the first person to 
coin the term “sci-fi”. With the release of his 
new book Worlds of Tomorrow: The Amazing 
Universe of Science Fiction Art, those of us who 
have followed in his footsteps - or simply cele- 
brated them - finally get to see what influenced 
the influencer. 

“It was the art that grabbed me first,” Acker- 
man told Rue Morgue, referring to that early 
issue of Amazing Stories. “It called to me say- 
ing: ‘take me home young boy, you’ll love me.’ 
So I did. Now this is what I want others to see.” 

Had he not been captivated by the sometimes 
garish but always startling images of the pulps, 
there might never have been a George Lucas or 
Steven Spielberg to take us on their epic jour- 
neys of imagination. Not surprisingly, Ackerman 
is cited as a major influence by now equally 
influentiaf genre filmmakers including Roger 
Gorman, Ray Harryhausen, John Landis, Joe 
Dante, Curtis Harrington, and Fred Olen Ray, his 
magazine having directly developed their inter- 
est in film. Ackerman was a child in a simpler 
time, a time when science fiction (although the 
term would not be used until three years later in 
1929) and horror were so closely related that 
they were almost indistinguishable from one 
another. Was Frankenstein horror or science fic- 
tion? Giant bugs, monsters, flying demons, 
spaceships, half-naked damsels in distress, 
mutants, man-eating plants, sorcerers, cyclops, 
robots, brains in jars, and Martians all graced 
the covers of the pulps during the three decades 
from the 1920s through to the 1950s. It’s per- 


haps more accurate to say that it was a time of 
science-horror. 

Times have surely changed, but Ackerman 
hasn’t forgotten the influence of those heady 
days; Worlds of Tomorrow is a fully-illustrated, 
hardcover remembrance and celebration of the 
birth and progression of the genre we continue 
to ritualize and revere. The gorgeous coffee- 
table book, co-written by Nebula Award finalist 
Brad {Moon of Ice) Linaweaver, is brimming with 
full-colour science- 
horror cover art from 
the pulp magazines 
and paperback books 
of the first half of the 
20th century. 

“This has turned 
out to be the most 
beautiful book I have 
ever done,” Acker- 
man says, and he’s 
rightfully proud, for 
here is pop art at its 
finest. The artists fea- 
tured within worked for pennies and many times 
in obscurity to create images that would sell 
ideas like The Human Bat Vs. The Robot Gang- 
ster, The Metal Monster, or The Beasts From 
Beyond. 

Among the pages of this book you’ll discover 
the art of Frank Rudolph Paul, Frank Kelly Freas, 
and Richard M. Powers as well as others. You 
will delve into the cosmic brain of the men (and 
sometimes women) who once dreamed of the 
beyond, of the people who made today’s films 
and magazines possible. It is a beauty that 
crawls under your skin and finds a home for a 
lifetime. Ackerman was in love... you will be too. 







Actress in Rosenian's Bahr). And then there are the ones who inex- 
plicably get llick all: Jack Nicholson. Angus Scrimm. Lance Ilen- 
riksen. George C. Scott, Samantha Eggar, Udo Kier. Christopher 
Walken and Julie Christie. And this is by no means a complete list. 

For the sake of perspective, there’s no denying that the late Duane 
Jones was indeed a damn line actor, but dedicating the better part of 
lour and a half pages to his only perfomiance of note (Ben in Nighi 
of the Living Deacl) is a little hard to justify when Nicholson does- 
n't even rate a mention. How (or why) Clark decided to ignore the 
three leads in The Blair Witch Project is anyone's guess, and while 
May and Ginger Snaps arc recent and admittedly cultish. both films 
contain some of the most electrifying perfonnances the genre has 
ever seen. It's not Just curious that they should be overlooked here, 
it’s downright inexcusable. 

ni be the first to admit that modem horror hasn't spawned nearly 
as many stars as Universal and Hammer did back in the day. but 
Clark’s exclusion of so many brilliant latter-day perfonnances real- 
ly smacks of self-imposed myopia. 

John W. Bowen 

shivers iii 
Richard Chizmar, Ed. 

Cemetery Dance Publications 

In recent years, the proliferation of horror anthologies has result- 
ed in a veritable tidal wave of both mainstream and smaller press 
releases flooding onto bookstore shelves and dis- 
count cut-out bins alike. And while many celebrate 
this as a comeback of the horror lit genre, I bluntly 
disagree. This mass influx of short fiction collec- 
tions has resulted in far too many uninspired writ- 
ings finding their way onto pages they have little to 
no right occupying. Harsh maybe, but true. That 
said. 1 have depressingly found myself developing a 
knee-jerk condition where symptoms worsen with 
each new volume that crosses my desk - until now. 

Yes. the doctor has anJved with an antidote, red pen in hand and 
going by the name of Richard Chizmar. editor. lie has single-hand- 
edly (with the aid of twenty talented scribes) pumped life back into 
the barely-breathing, disease-ravaged anthology form. And bless 
him with a lifetime supply of sharp shiny scalpels for that! 

Shivers III compiles eighteen fresh doses of chilling fiction for 
readers to inject into their rattled psyches. The tremendous talcs 
included in these 235 pages run the full gamut of themes from vitri- 
olic pop culture dissections (Pantheon Version 2.0) to barely adoles- 
cent werewolves (Initiation) and a world under siege by giant 
mutant spiders (Itsy Bilsy Spider...), but never, even for a brief dis- 
illusioned minute, does this book forget that some of the most pen- 
etrating terrors are the ones perpetrated by men (and women), not 
monsters. 

Additionally, the table of contents reads like a who's who of cut- 
ting edge fright fiction: particular note should be given to Kealan 
Patrick Burke. Douglas Clegg, J.F. Gonzalez and Edward Lee, 
whose contributions stand out among the outstanding. The doctor is 
in the house, and this latest anthology from Cemetery Dance Publi- 
cations is the prescribed medication. 

Monica S. Kueblcr 


Duel 8 The Distributor 
Richard Matheson 


The Twilight zone scripts of 
Charles Beaumont vol. i 
Roger Anker, Ed. 

(gauntlet Press 

Richard Matheson .(fl/W#35) and Charles Beaumont need no intro- 
duction to readers ofttiis magazine, and for fans of either, now is a 
good time to be alive. On the heels of their publication of Mathe- 
^n’s Zone scripts, Gauntlet Press has issued the 
first volume of Beaiimbnt’s teleplays and collected 
two of Matheson’s screenplays, one suspense 
classic-(Ooei) and one unproduced {The Distribu- 
tor which, is among the darkest stories in his oeu- 


Beaufnont’s work, on The Twilight Zone was 
, ; gleefully macabre. His favourite subjects: night- 
mares from which there was' no escape, voodoo 
— — : — j —. — ■ cCir^s. and encounters with Satan were manifest' 
in .sucli tales ^as Perchance To Dream.The Jungle and The Howlirig 
Man, all of; vihich are moluded. It would have been nice to also 
include the corresponding original stories, but there’s still a wealth 
of previously unavailable material . here. .The- hefty tome contains 
eight shooting', scripts (with, more on The way), linked to the most 
comprehensiveibio of Beaurnontte date. Included are introductions • 

from Christppher Beaumont, editor; Anker, | ^ 

and Matheson. whO' offers a' moving tribute DUEL 

to his friend.' • . : ^ • the distributor 

■ Matheson whose 'irbyei-tiirhed-film, .. 

Duel, would make the career, gf a' 25-year- > ‘ ' 1 

old TV. director named ’.Steveii Spiejberg ^ 

went forth from the Zone to become, one. df , 
the world’s pre-eminent masters of sus- 

pense and horror. Volumes have been wnt- i ^ ' 

ten about Oue/i the classic 'storV/ of a travel- ' 
ling salesman (Dennis Weaver) menaced by a monstrous truck on a 
lonely California ^highway; it is pure arid simple, a masterpiece of 
fear. Duel & The D/sfr/Outor includes addittonal- thoughts from Math- 
eson, Weaver and editor Bradley; tod bad Mr. Spielberg was unavaiF 
dble for, comment. Matheson’s short, story The Distributor and his 
speculative film adaptation of it receives sirtiilar treatment. 

Both books corttain numerous photos and are an, invaluable 
resource for aspiring and professional screenwriters. But don’t let 
that discourage the more casual reader; like .their prose, Matheson 

■ and BeaumonfsTelevisionand film work are well worth the read. 

Brad Abraham 
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F earless, honest, hilarious and 
intelligent, Rick Trembles’ Motion 
Picture Purgatory could perhaps 
be called the comic strip equiva- 
lent to a Rue Morgue film review but told 
through the alternative and underground 
panels of a truly deranged artist. From Hol- 
lywood behemoths like Titanic to sleazy 
sexploitation classics like / Spit on Your 
Grave to masterpieces like Night of the 
Hunter and Suspiria, Motion Picture Purgatory 
Volume 1 rips into cinema’s pomposity and 
absurdity, reveling in its excessive sex and gore 
and championing its top art house and grind- 
house underdogs. 

The book compiles 182 comic strip movie 
reviews by Montreal-based mad cartoonist Rick 
Trembles, whose daring weekly critiques contin- 
ue (unbelievably) to be printed in one of his home- 
town’s alternative newspapers, The Mirror. In the 
book’s Introduction, Trembles describes his 
volatile relationship with the publication, which 
hired and fired him in the mid-’80s (when his 
work was deemed “unprogressive”) and re-hired 
him in 1998, after a new staff overturned the 
paper’s politically correct ways. Despite the strip’s 
almost invariably sordid content, Motion Picture 
Purgatory draws few complaints from Mirror 
readers today, let alone its editors. 

“Angry letters have been pretty rare,” Trembles 
tells Rue Morgue, “but I got death threats for my 


Subconscious Cruelty (Karim 
Hussain’s 1999 shocking 
experimental horror film) 
review where I described, in 
drawings, the film’s depiction 
of Christ being sodomized by a 
twig and pissed on by naked 
girls. Some of my strips can be 
obsessively detailed, analytical 
and text-heavy, which I’m sure 
helps weed out most knee-jerk jerk-offs." 

Aside from its comic strip format, Motion Pic- 
ture Purgatory departs from the conventions of 
film criticism by only discussing and depicting the 
plot points and imagery Trembles finds most 
sfriking, without slavish attention to synopses, 
credits or even definitive critical stances. Some 
films only inspire confusion, boredom and dis- 
traction while others elicit opinions worthy of 
inclusion in big bold headlines, among them 
“Chestnuts roasting on a funeral pyre!” (Black 
Christmas), “Maggots on LSDI” (Alien), “Patroniz- 
ing, poltergeisting pablum!” (The Haunting 
remake) and “Thanks for the mammaries!” 
(Mondo Topless). 

After each pun, alliteration and sensational 
tabloidism is handwritten, Trembles pencils in and 
inks over his distinctive reproductions of film sets, 
characters and props, occasionally slipping his 
own ’80s rock star likeness into the strip, for one 
reason or another. Considering the fact that his 


by Lorraine Carpenter 

father drew anti-Nazi comics during WWII, it’s no 
surprise that Trembles is heavily influenced by 
pop art from the first half of the 20th century, 
from “rubber hose” and “spaghetti and meat- 
balls” cartoons to early experimental newspaper 
comics. 

Trembles’ style was also shaped early on by 
Xerox technology, which necessitated clear lines 
and high contrast, as well as his admittedly limit- 
ed drawing ability. Ever self-deprecating, Trem- 
bles refers to his characters as “pliable sugar- 
coated stick figures,” but their truly unique, crude 
charm and the free-form panels that frame them 
are a perfect match for his ludicrous scenarios 
and clever commentary. It’s hard to argue with 
endorsements from Troma Entertainment’s Lloyd 
Kaufman, Spiderman author Peter Bragge and 
iconic cartoonist Robert Crumb, who called Trem- 
bles’ work “even more twisted and weird” than 
his own. 

In a fitting close to this chapter of Motion Pic- 
ture Purgatorys history, the compendium’s publi- 
cation this summer coincided with the release of 
Trembles’ animated short Goopy Spasms: How 
Did I Become So Anal? (Infliction Rims), a painful- 
ly autobiographical flurry of writhing flesh and 
oozing bodily fluids (and solids), which he 
promptly critiqued in The Mirror. That strip and all 
others not included in the book are available (in 
colour) on Trembles’ web site: 

WWW. snubdom.com. 
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here’s about 1 20 of them: eye sockets now 
just deep-set pits of dried flesh, stomachs 
bloated and chests contorted, skin cracked 
and bakery-brown, mouths stretched wide in 
decades-old screams. One is pregnant, her 
hideously ironic womb fat with death. Another is 
infantile, small enough to fit neatly in an out- 
stretched hand. One is said to be a whoring wife 
buried alive for her treachery. Another is a 
woman long ago found hanged in her home; her 
husband was convicted and executed for her 
murder, though nobody knows whether or not he 
actually killed her. Encased in glass, some of 
them lie with arms folded across their chests, 
their heads nestled on pillows. Others have been 
propped up, either sitting or standing in 
grotesque reanimatlon. 

They are the mummies of Guanajuato, Mexi- 
co, a city about 400 kilometres north of the 
nation’s capital off Highway 57D. Their house is 
an old museum on top of Trozado Hill, next to the 
Santa Paula cemetery. And they’re quite real, not 
just some assortment of kitschy, dime store 
statuaries designed solely to plunder the gringo 
wallet - although wallets are readily and fre- 
quently opened at the door outside, many of 


them swinging from fat asses to smiling clerks 
via sweaty, white hands. 

While a few hail from Celaya, a town just a 
few kilometres east, most of the mummies 
come from the 151 -year-old cemetery next 
door. By 1 865, due to poor planning and the per- 
sistence of death, the graveyard’s ground 
was stuffed full of people and could- 
n’t possibly swallow another car- 
cass. Only thirteen years old, the 
cemetery needed an extension, 
and bodies had to be exhumed 
as the land was reassessed. 

But the earth had indigestion, 
and rather than boxes of bones, 
diggers uncovered mummified 
remains. Water is the key enzyme in 
the guts of the planet. It’s what makes us 
cordon bleu to maggots, larvae and the galaxy of 
micro-organisms that pick us apart when we 
die. Turns out, the Santa Paula cemetery - and 
the one in Celaya - has areas with dry, salty soil 
rich In nitrates and aluminum, an ideal situation 
for natural mummification. 

The first mummy found was once the earthly 
vessel of a French-born medical doctor named 


Remigio Leroy. Few of the other mummies were 
presentable - skin hanging like tattered drapes, 
bones chipped and crumbling - as such it took 
until 1870 for the museum to unearth enough 
display matter for a grand opening. 

Because death is a never-ending showstopper 
and burial space Is chronically limited, the Santa 
Paula cemetery has long had what is basically a 
handling fee. The bereaved have five or six years 
to cough up about $70 USD to keep their loved 
ones in the ground. Whether through poverty or 
indifference, the fee is seldom paid and bodies 
are regularly exhumed. If the mummies are pre- 
sentable, they’re displayed in the museum. If 
not, they’re cremated and life goes on without 
them. 

There’s considerable poetry at work here - 
because profits from the museum are funnelled 
into the community’s social services, not only is 
death used to invigorate life, but those too poor 
or troubled to contribute to society in life are 
able to do so in death. 

Of course, this type of thing wouldn’t fly in 
Canada or the US. A legion of Tipper Gores 
and Jerry Falwells would descend upon 
the place and raze It like they would 
an abortion clinic with the Dead 
Kennedys playing in the operating 
room. But Mexicans are more com- 
fortable with death; they hold cele- 
brations in honour of the dead every 
November, their art is peppered with 
skeletal protagonists liiting and leering 
like pissed-up marionettes. And their 

humour, blunt and sardonic, is funniest when 
told from a gallows. Make no mistake: the 
mummy museum Is as Mexican as tequila 
worms and revolutionaries. 

El Museo de las Momias is open from 9am to 
6pm every day. Admission is $1 .75 USD for chil- 
dren and $2.25 USD for adults. Admission with a 
camera is an additional 70 cents. The phone 
number is 732-12-45. 
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Tht$ issue, the Gore-Met takes up his usual matter of splatter with two new Japanese releases that draw heavily from '70s gore cinema. 
^ Both films prove that the Rising Sun is still the bloodiest and reddest But just how much is too much for our resident cannibal cook? 


Typical Japanese splatter films, like Versus (2000) or Ichi the Killer 
(2001), have an element of the fantastic or absurd that places the often 
horrific onscreen violence out of context. It is unreal, therefore robbed of 
the power to disturb. Kichiku dal enkai is a different beast, a film so gru- 
elling, realistic and downright brilliant that it has been dubbed “the most 
violent film ever made.” (Where have we heard that before?) It’s no sur- 
prise then, that Kichiku was modeled after the gritty, realistic horror films 


of the ’70s, specifically The Texas Chainsaw Massacre. 

Living Hell (a.k.a Iki-jigoku) on the other hand, subtitled A Japanese 
Chainsaw Massacre, is a more conventional Japanese splatter film and an 
outrageous homage to Tobe Hooper’s highly influential movie, without the 
chainsaw and the purported real events that made it so disturbing. At the 
same time, it’s the film I had the most difficulty watching. Dig in. 



KICHIKU: BANQUET OF THE BEASTS 
SPECIAL EDITION (1997) DVD 

Starring Shigeru Bokuda, Sumiko Mikami 
and Shunsuke Sawada 
Written and directed by Kazuyoshi Kumakiri 
Artsmagic DVD 

Kichiku is director Kumakiri’s student gradua- 
tion film, made with a handful of friends over the 
span of two years for the equivalent of $30,000. 
As such, it's a remarkable accomplishment. 
Inspired greatly by '70s genre cinema, especial- 
ly The Texas Chainsaw Massacre (which the 
director cites as his favourite film), Kumakiri uti- 
lizes extensive hand-held cam- 
era work, natural lighting and 
little incidental music to give 
the film a near-documentary 
aesthetic. 

Deftly incorporating alleged 
found footage of student riots 
from 1972, the film chronicles 
the disillusionment and violent 
dissolution of a group of left- 
wing student radicals of the 
time. In the first half of the film, 
the group slowly implodes in a 
vacuum of crime and paranoia, in 
the latter half they simply explode. What follows 
is one of the most harrowing and graphic orgies 
of cruelty and slaughter ever set to film. The 


gleeful savagery of the violence depicted is 
almost perverse; the most brutal sequence fea- 
tures a rape-by-shotgun that ends in a 12- 
gauge shower of internal organs. 

But this is no mere nihilistic gore film; there 
are cultural nuances beneath the surface of the 
story that do not necessarily translate to those 
unfamiliar with the structure of Japanese soci- 
ety. Noted genre enthusiast Tom Mes addresses 
these and provides insight and depth in a 
lengthy introduction found on the second extras 
disc, Artsmagic DVD’s most ambitious release to 
date. Available from www.artsmagicdvd.com. 

LIVING HELL SPECIAL EDITION (2000) DVD 

Starring Hirohito Honda, Yoshiko Shiraishi 
and Rumi 

Written and directed by Shugo Fujii 
Subversive Cinema 

Yasu (Honda - Battle Royale, 2000) is a psy- 
chosomatic paraplegic whose life takes on the 
titular condition when two distant and murder- 
ous relatives, a decrepit geisha and her mute, 
wild-eyed granddaughter move into the home 
he shares with his father and adult siblings. The 
newcomers immediately mount an 
escalating campaign of terror on 
Yasu, but his family doesn’t believe 
his stories. 

Among other torments, Yasu is 
served dead cockroaches for 
lunch, tortured with a stun gun, 
used as a dartboard and has some 
very crude dentistry practiced on 
him. Meanwhile, an intrepid 
reporter investigating the escape 
of the creepy duo from lawful cus- 
tody begins to make some very 
eerie familial connections. It all comes to a sev- 
ered head in the delightfully manic climax. 

Fujii, an avowed fan of horror films, does an 
admirable job of capturing the essence of The 



Texas Chainsaw Mas- 
sacre, deftly juggling 
jet-black comedy and 
genuine moments of 
horror. Despite a low 
budget and a short 
shoot, it’s a visually lush 
film, with stylistic refer- 
ences to the works of 
Alfred Hitchcock and 
Brian De Palma. 

Subversive Cinema’s extras-jammed disc fea- 
tures an excellent print of the film in the original 
1 .85:1 aspect ratio, as well as a director’s com- 
mentary, deleted scenes, trailers, interviews, 
storyboards and a detailed text biography of the 
director. Also included are four short films by 
Fujii (in fact, this disc contains his entire filmog- 
raphy). Check out Dead Money, a hilarious splat- 
ter comedy that takes place entirely in an eleva- 
tor! Available at www.subversivecinema.com. 



Though the shotgun rape in Kichiku had me 
jumping for joy. I admit that the woman 
bobbing for aborted foetuses while having a 
bucket of piss poured on her head in living 
Hell might have gone a little too far. Keyword: 

I might. 



7^ RUE MORGUE 





"Shadows Fall may just have crafted 
[the perfect metal album." - REVOLVER 




www.blicdiec3st.coin 

on tour this fall 


diecast 

temq den Meats 


Avaiioble in siores or go to www.centurymedia. 
for online ordering, four dates, free MP3', eft. 









Sm^'DEADLY JMS'DANGEROUS MS DECENT - M'D-UU: Vl D0A'DEAI5 O.M'ARigyAt -.’ • 'I 


O . D ROM E. 


REVIEWS BY CHRIS ALEXANDER. DAVE ALEXANDER. WILLIAM J. DONAHUE, TOMB DRAGOMIR, f 
^ • ROD GLIDING AND AARON LUPTON \ 


■t. ti-' 





SAW Score/Soundirack 

Various 

Koch Records 

Ah, the curse of the hipper than 
thou soundtrack: many a horror 
film has burned up in the stratos- 
phere because audiences just don’t 
get scared to the sounds of Fear 
Factory. Fiowever, Saw, James 
Wan’s gritty giallo-esque thriller, 
avoids the pitfalls despite its use of 
said music (including Frontline 
Assembly and Fear Factory, among 
others) because of the haunting, 
uber-chilling score by Charlie (Nine 
Inch Nails) Clouser. The man obvi- 
ously got the movie; his score will 
draw a rusty saw across your skull. 
Enjoy. RG 



RESIDENT EVIL: Metal/Rock 

APOCALYPSE 

Various 

ROADRUNNER RECORDS 

Nowadays every teen horror and 
action flick gets its own metal com- 
pilation (or soundtrack of songs 
that aren’t actually in the movie), 
but given that, in this case, we’re 
dealing with a sequel to a movie 
based on a video game, extra mer- 
chandising should be expected. I’ll 
confess I have yet to see Resident 
Evil: Apocalypse but I’m not sur- 
prised they’ve selected some of the 
darker bands currently on the mod- 


ern rock circuit (Slipknot, Ramm- 
stein. Devil Driver) to make this 
thing work for what it is: a spin-off 
of a young, loud, action-packed CGI 
test. Maybe it’s a half decent col- 
lection of mainstream metal, but 
since most of these tracks were 
released before 2004, you do have 
to wonder how it is that they were 
inspired by the film. AL * 



GINGER SNAPS II Experimental 
UNLEASHED 

Kurt Swinghammer 

Reaction Releasing 

A belated release. Ginger Snaps II 
Unleashed features the score for 
the movie composed and per- 
formed by Toronto’s own Kurt 
Swinghammer. The sounds here 
(and there are lots) are disturbed 
and experimental, like the madcap 
rambiings of some aural alchemist, 
presumably to emphasize the film’s 
subtext of drug abuse. Swingham- 
mer’s noisescapes are generated 
with a lot of gadgetry - very hip as 
scores go, but pretty much unlis- 
tenable outside of the movie. 



TOM BAKER Audio Book 

The Boy Who Kicked Pigs 

Tree Root Productions Ltd. 

Never underestimate the Doctor - 
Doctor Who that is - or more prop- 


erly Tom Baker, the man we most 
associate with that wise-cracking 
Time Lord in a time-travelling 
phone booth. Baker released this 
album back in 2000, and it features 
him reading his story called The 
Boy Who Kicked Pigs. It’s about a 
misanthropic thirteen-year-old 
named Robert Caligari who exacts 
his rage indiscriminately on the 
human race. Like all good British 
storytellers. Baker keeps his deliv- 
ery lighthearted and conversation- 
al, merrily recounting all kinds of 
bizarre incidents of people getting 
hurt and killed as a result of 
Robert’s pranks. The album, like 
the story it’s based on, took some 
backlash when it was first 
released: critics called it 
“grotesque”, “depraved” and even 
drew a link between Roald Dahl 
and Reservoir Dogs. For his part, 
Baker simply remarks that The Boy 
Who Kicked Pigs is “a sad and ter- 
rible story - it’s a story of undiluted 
horror.” Not that it didn’t crack us 
up a whole lot. Baker’s not only 


pretty morbid, he’s got a great 
sense of humour. Also includes 
interviews with the good Doctor- 
gone-bad on his tenure as every- 
one’s favourite Time Lord. 

RG SS5S 



NIGHTMARE symn 

PICTURE THEATRE 

James Fisher 

Rue Morgue Records 
You read that right fiends, this here 
is the flagship release on Rue 
Morgue's in-house music label. 
Rue Morgue Records! Produced by 
/?A4 founder/editor Rod Gudino, and 
based on Gudino and James Fish- 
er’s Expressionist stage show of 
the same name. Nightmare Picture 



ANNIUERSARY EDITION Classical 
Akira Ifukube 

La-La Land Records 

Hard to believe it took some 50 years for 
Ishiro Honda’s original 1954 GodzillaXo get 
a North American release. In its wake, we 
have Akira Ifukube’s original score, the 
same one adopted by Raymond Burr for his 
Godzilla, King of the Monsters!, released 
Stateside in '56. And as Burr realized so 
many years ago, a casual listen to Ifukube’s score telegraphs the obvi- 
ous: this music is Godzilla, man! We defy you to throw this on without 
instinctively cowering at the thought of Japan’s most famous beast of 
destruction stamping a path through Tokyo - it can't be done. As 
usual, the folks at La-La Land garnish this like the collectible that it is, 
with liner notes on each of its 21 tracks, several bonus cuts including 
sound effects (Godzilla cometh!), and text tributes from Don Coscarel- 
li and Harry Knowles. Indispensible. RG m jj 
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Video Archives Vol. 1 

Something Weird Video 
Like a reanimated corpse, The 
Accused come crawling out of the 
grave after a decade-long slumber 
with a new DVD titled, Video 
Archives Voi.1. Each of the disc’s 
38 performances - spanning the 
years 1987 to 1991 - feature the 
fearsome foursome {with a revolv- 
ing cast of seemingly combustible 
drummers) belching out horrorcore 
anthems from seminal albums like 
The Return of Martha Splatterhead 
and Martha Splatterhead’s Mad- 
dest Shjries Ever Told, while bare- 
chested, mohawked, party ghouls 
thrash in the slam pit. The rest of 
the disc is broken up by off-stage 
tour footage, interviews and the 
drunken antics of lead screamer 
Blaine, six-string axe murderer 
Tommy, bass player Maggot Brain 
and the rest of the grue crew as 
they puke in sinks and study 
decomposed 
house pets. 
Other highlights 
include a well- 
produced MTV- 
style video of 
Grinning (Like 
An Undertaker) 
from the 1990 
album of the 
same name, and covers of The 
Angry Samoans’ Lights Out, The 
Who’s Boris The Spider and proba- 
bly the most truly haunting rendi- 
tion of the Batman theme ever 
recorded. And before a lead-in to 
finger-snapper Mechanized Death, 
Blaine delivers a kung fu-style kick 
to the skull of an unsuspecting 
roadie! Overall, we're glad they're 
back from the dead because, 
despite some audio and video 
irregularities, Vol. 1 is more fun than 
an open-casket funeral! 

WD SSSS 


Theatre evokes a grimy Franz 
Kafka-esque world beset with rusty 
childhood dreams. Described as an 
“exploration of the beauty of hor- 
ror," NPT presents a fairy tale of 
subconscious terror unfolding over 
tracks like Bedside Presence, Story 
Tyme and Damaged Dolls before 
exploding into the pulsating violin 
brutality of tunes like The Unseen 
Room. Fisher's one-man synth 
orchestra succeeds in creating 
short audio nightmares played 
through a broken music box of 
macabre orchestration, repentant 
strings and grinding organs. Think 
of it as audio existentialism with a 
touch of art house extravaganza. 
Available from www.rue- 
morgue.com. Pleasant nightmares! 
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ZOMBI Prog/Synih 

Cosmos 

Relapse Records 

Straight out of Zombietown, USA 
(that’s Pittsburgh), Zombi delve 
deep into the late ’70s tradition of 
“giallo rock" with influence from 
Goblin, Fabio Frizzi, and Tangerine 
Dream, as well as filmmakers 
George Romero and Dario Argento. 
Dark, synth-laden soundscapes 
conjure up images of desolate, 
post-apocalypse wastelands, while 
paranoid pulsations evoke black 
glove killers and the march of 
shambling zombies on their way to 
a meal of living flesh. In some 
ways. Goblin perfected. Zombi is 
not to be missed by anyone who 
looks forward to reading The Gore- 
Met’s column each issue. 

AL SMS 



THE GIALIOS FLAME svnin 
The Giallos Flame 

(Independent) 

I've been familiar with the music of 
UK’s Giallos Flame for some time 
now because, well, people who like 
the same stuff tend to stick togeth- 
er. Using computers, archaic ana- 
log synths and basically any piece 
of equipment they can get their 
black leather mitts on, GF aim to 
recreate the sounds of the Italian 
horror thrillers of the 1970s while 
also tossing in heavy nods to John 
Carpenter. This indie sampler 
sports a slew of the band’s best 
and is worth picking up for fans of 
Morricone, Simonetti and Frizzi as 
well as contemporary sonic shock 
colleagues like Zombi and Chris 
Alexander. Yes, that was a shame- 
less bit of self promo. Recommend- 
ed.CAMM 
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CHRIS ALEXANDER svnth 
Don't Open the Window EP 

Meridian Music 

Another side order of sickness from 
that synth-psychotic of ours here 
on the corner of Rue Morgue hell. 
This time around, the Schizoid 
Audiophile dices up twenty minutes 
of pure audio belladonna, including 
the dark and operatic title cut, a 
harsh experimental track called 
The High Bright Sun that freaked 


out one of my cats, the well- 
named, suitably brooding. Carpen- 
ter-inspired Trees With Teeth and 
the moody but menacing ambient 
track Gunslinger, Cranial creeps for 
that unexplained moment in time 
when your darkest night breaks 
into your bleakest day. If you 
absolutely have to open the win- 
dow, don’t say we didn’t warn you. 

ra ® ? ? ? 9 

xxXxx 



DR. STEEL Experimental 

Read-A-Long Records 
Presents Dr. Steel 

World Domination Records 
Inventor, entertainer, visionary. As a 
man with a plan (and a cartoon 
robot band). Dr. Steel’s story is one 
of greed, revenge and the world’s 
most sinister toy factory. Told 
through songs, sounds and sam- 
ples, this super-cool read-a-long 
audio adventure is cram-packed 
with death-rays, dinosaurs, babies 
with buzz saws and jet-packing 
robots. Taking young listeners 
through a spooky journey into the 
unseen world of hip-hop-industrial 
opera, Dr. Steel drops bombastic 
hypnotic space-jams like Build The 
Robots and heartfelt, Elfmanesque 
ruminations like Lament For A Toy 
Factory. Part Nightmare Before 
Christmas, part Pink Floyd’s The 
Walt, Dr. Steel provides a fu!!-co!our 
booklet so you can SEE! the pic- 
tures, HEAR! the record, and READ! 
the book. Remember, he who dies 
with the best toys wins, so get out 
there and join the mad doctor’s 
army of toy soldiers at www.doc- 
torsteel.com... or suffer the conse- 
quences! 

TD 
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BYflttRON LUPTON 


hat once began as a small, under- (themes of isolation and rebellious angst recur), 
ground scene of punk rock and classic Levitt also felt it was important to tie in the hor- 
drive-in horror and gore films has pro- ror theme so commonly central to the psychobil- 
liferated into a full-blown global disease of quiffs ly experience. 

(a combination of the pompadour and mohawk), “it really just comes down to the simple fact 
creeper shoes, upright bass-grinding... and fren- that a lot of people who tike this genre of music 

zied balis-out rock ’n’ roll horror! From Japan to are also into cult classic movies and comic 

South America, the psychobilly scene has taken books and anything else that’s strange,” he 

over as the new punk, and though that particu- says. “I remember thinking: ‘what’s really Cana- 

lar movement in the US circa the mid-’70s may dian? Hockey Night In Canada!’ [that's this 

have spawned the sex-sleaze B-movie rawk of country’s equivalent to Monday Night Football - 

The Cramps (RMm), most of the early ’billys Ed.]. So it Just seemed fitting to add the ‘zombie’ 

spawned from Europe, which was nearly burst- in there since a lot of the songs had references 

ing at the seams with bands from - -j/ - ^ , to them anyway.” 

all corners of the continent. Indeed, given the lineup that 

England had The Meteors, Ger- Zombie Night In Cana- 

many gave us Mad Sin, and bless . rfa’s chopping list, a reference to 

the Netherlands because without -S' - horror films was practically 

them, we wouldn’t have Nekro- iSpk inevitable. On the west coast, Van- 

mantix {RM#29}. Now Canada has couver’s Deadcats were born of a 

officially thrown Itself Into the steady diet of alcohol, drugs, '50s 

wrecking pit with Zo/nb/e MgAf //7 and ’60s garage music, and cias- 

Canada, a new compilation featuring over two sic psychobilly like The Cramps and Demented 
dozen homegrown psychobilly acts of our own. Are Go! The resulting stage show is something 
The Deadcats, The Gutter Demons, The Farrell like watching The Texas Chainsaw Massacre on 

Brothers, The Matadors - here are bands that phencyclidine. Cattle skulls litter the stage and 

are pumping new blood into the cadaver of psy- the band is garbed in gore paraphernalia and 

chobilly. Stumble Records founder Steve Levitt obligatory black clothing, boasting flaming gut- 

says he was surprised by the popularity of the bucket basses, and a huge backdrop with a 

genre once he set to work putting together what sabre-cat skeletal figure, 
has become Canada’s first psychobilly compila- Montreal’s Gutter Demons on the other hand, 
t'ori. are self-admitted inmates 

“The closest thing I could find out there were at the asylum for 
Canadian compilations of classic old rockabilly 
bands,” Levitt told Rue Morgue. “Then 1 had to , 

figure out if there were even enough 
bands in Canada to make it happen in 
the first place. So I put the word out 
to the musicians that I did know and f 
luckily they helped me spread the 

word.” ' 

And the bands came lurking. Even i ^ ' s ■ 

though Zombie Night In Canada 
retained a distinctly Canadian feel to it 


horror fandom. Even still, their lyrics take a sub- 
tle approach to the genre, preferring tales of 
normal situations with an evil twist of fate - 
everyday people committing awful crimes or 
selling their souls to the dark lord. 

But it’s London, Ontario’s The Matadors that 
hold the crown for the best horror theme park of 
a stage show this side of the 49th parallel. On 
any given night. The Matadors will bring out 
anything from zombie burlesque girls to nine- 
foot tall grim reapers who attack the crowd with 
severed arms spouting streams of blood. One 
regular act features copious amounts of stage 
blood projected out of the eye socket of an 
undead corpse bride, to the delight of the mani- 
acally screaming crowd, which almost always 
includes grinning members of the Rue Crew. See 
you in the wrecking pit! 

Zombie Night in Canada is available from 
www.stumblerecords.coni. 



How to Make a Monster 

Vengeance Records 

For Cramps fiends and voyeurs, this 
double CD compiles 143 minutes of 
early demos and live stuff culled from 
the clammy womb of the band’s pre- 
historic past. If ya didn’t already 
know, the primordial ooze known as 
Cramps DNA contains old rhythm ’n’ 
blues and rockabilly tweaked-out and 
drugged-over in a haze of illicit sex, B-fashion, feedback and fuzz. 
The first disc features unreleased afterbirth from the band’s early 
inception in the form of weird-ass home demos and early studio 
sessions. Disc two presents the band’s third-ever live gig at Max’s 
Kansas City as well as early, uncertain versions of many of their 
hits. Almost 30 years later, The Cramps are still the true rock ’n’ roll 
Bride of Frankenstein, and I can tell you that they are indirectly 
responsible for the birth of this very publication, so it’s time to 
renew vows with the downright coolest band in the history of, well, 
history. A psycho-delic sermon hopped-up on bop pills, How to 
Make a Monster is the original sow’s ear. What are you waiting for? 
Get Cramped! TO 




PHENOMENAUTS Psychobilly 
Pre-Entry EP 

Springman Records 
Cosmic psychobilly-surf for your 
next rocket ship voyage to the 
moon, Phenomenauts cruise 
around town in the Phenoma- 
Bomber, a tricked-out vehicle just a 
little more spaceship than a 1983 
Dodge. They play straightforward 
rockabilly for space cadets that’s 
refreshingly free of bleakness and 
cynicism. With five h'acks formerly 
found on their Mission Transmis- 
sion 7-inch, Pre-Entry packs a 
Crampsy cut called Progress Vs. 


Pettiness, some catchy drum 
rhythms, surf guitar and a requisite 
song about robots. Sci-fi rocket-roll 
for a Jetsons universe, blast off at 
www.phenomenauts.com. 

TD SSSl/2 
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AMERICAN WEREWOLVES Punk 
We Won’t Stay Dead 

Dead Records 

Caustic crooner Trevor Moment 
howls out dark, violent doo-wop 
with obvious punk pedigree on We 
Won’t Stay Dead. Rounded out by 
cool ghouls Nate 68 on skins, tat- 
tooed tough Tony Scambony on the 
low end and guitar grooves by 


Brendan Less, The American Were- 
wolves rip the bloodiest of pages 
from the Misfits' cookbook, and 
believe me when I tell you, these 
ghouls are the real undead deal. 
With electrified anthems for howl- 
ing at the moon, the album crawls 
with catchy shout-it-out choruses, 
teenage ghouls, monster movies, 
blood drinking, haunted homes and 
wretched beasts that just won't 
die. Atomic shock ’n’ roll featuring 
classic cut The Undead and design 
reminiscent of our own Ghoulish 
Gary Pullin, these wolves prove 
there really is a bad moon on the 
rise. More info at: 

www.americanwerewolves.com. 

TD 



THE OTHER punk 

They’re Alive 

Fiendforce Records 
Since rising from the ashes of the 
world’s foremost Misfits cover band 
(Ghouls), Rod Usher, co-founder of 
Germany's Fiendforce Records, 
brings his considerable talents to 
an all-original update on the Misfits 
sound. Bubbling over with bad sci- 
ence, mechanical armies, human 
madness and Martian horror, 
They're Alive comes to life through 
thirteen coffin blasts such as the 
deathly infectious Beware Of 
Ghouls (a song that no matter how 
many times I hear it, I’m compelled 
to crank the volume to a deliriously 
uncomfortable level and nod my 
head in a “this rocks!” fashion). 
While the B-movie frights are still 
dead centre, The Other take a 
somewhat Lovecraftian look at the 
horror genre. Check out the heart- 
sung Hyde Inside as an example of 
Usher’s brawny but controlled 


vocals and hymn-like chant- 
alongs. Needless to say, if the real 
Misfits ever got back together, they 
could usher in Rod as the new 
Danzig and people might never 
actually notice the difference. Hor- 
ror punk from a cool-ass label that 
gets it. TD SSSSS 



INSANE CLOWN POSSE nap 

Hell’s Pit 

Psycho Pathic 

The good news: Heii's Pit finally 
completes Insane Clown Posse’s 
six-album “Jokers Cards” prophecy 
about the apocalypse. The bad 
news: Heii’s Pit Is an Insane Clown 
Posse album, so unless you dig 30- 
something-year-old dudes dressed 
like mimes working a monster 
truck show, spewing z-grade shock 
rap, this suuucks! The duo’s latest 
strained rhymes about shootings, 
rape, murder, drugs, suicide, and 
“bitches” comes in fancy cartoon 
packaging and includes a DVD with 
one of two short films on it. Bowl- 
ing Balls, a 20-minute short/music 
video about collecting teenagers’ 
heads, is gory but laughably 
incompetent. Would you expect 
anything more? DA * 
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"A crusading metal army come to smite the heathen naysayers. These Canadians conquer." - Kerrangl 





HIGHEST RATING IS THREE 


DOOMS 

PC I XBOX 
id Software 


The creators of Doom have just delivered a steel-toed combat boot 
directly to the crotch! It's just the kind of pain us game geeks at Rue 
Morgue have been waiting for, especially since id Software has been . 

teasing the crap out of us with nasty Doom 3 stills and promos for an 
entire year. And man, was it ever worth the wait! It’s the year 2145, a ' ^ 

portal to Hell has opened at a research facility on Mars and, once again, ' 
players find themselves walking in the shoes of the same nameless 
marine of the two previous Doom outings, roaming through the 

cramped, claustrophobic corridors of Mars City (think Aliens) gleefully 

obliterating demons and retiring fellow brethren who have been turned into rampaging 
zombies. Doom 3 is so violent and uber-realistic that it overshadows the fact that the 
game is, in essence, no different than its predecessors from a technical standpoint. It’s 
a tittle predictable, but no one really cares because it’s all about the carnage and gore! 
Trent Reznor had originally been slated to compose background music to the festivities 
but, for reasons unknown, the plans fell through and it’s actually a mixed blessing - the 
almost non-existent soundtrack actually works in the game’s favour. Word to the wise: 
aim for the head! 


Mystery Rummy: 

Murders in the Rue Morgue 

Card Game 

A rummy twist on Poe, this game was orig- 
inally issued a few years back. A killer is in 
the cards, you have to find him. 


VAMPIRi: THE REQUIEM 

RPG: Sourcebook 
White Wolf Game Studio 


Ghost Master: 

The Gravenvilfe Chronicles 

XBOX I PS2 

A dork’s dream come true? With gruesome 
spectres under your command, it’s time to 
scare the panties off of those sorority 
babes who called you a loser in lab class. 


Players familiar with Vampire: The Masquerade will either love or hate The Requiem-, 
those who have been waiting for some new blood (pun intended) will be rewarded by 
the bucketful, while the diehards may find the new rules more confining than they’re 
accustomed to. For those who’ve never played the game, Requiem graphically displays 
our world as it is seen from the unique vantage point of several xenophobic vampire 
clans feuding over rule of the night. Requiem is meant to work fang in fang with the 
World of Darkness Rulebook, where characters are created from the various clans, so 
there is a distinct learning curve involved that can take a great deal of time and effort. 
It's definitely not a game for the easily distracted, but some major streamlining has nar- 
rowed the clans down to five, and previous obsessions over mythology and world poli- 
tics have been dropped in favour of the need for blood, making it more appealing to new 
players. 


Burn In Hell 

Card Game 

Collect enough souls and nominate your- 
self as ruler of Hell! Pirates, cannibals, 
mass murderers, US presidents - all the 
great sinners are there! 


Resident Evil: Outbreak File #2 

PS2 

Raccoon City is still filled with rampaging 
zombies... will it ever end? 


SILENT HILL 4: THE ROOM 

Konami 

XBOX I PlayStation 2 


GhostHunter 

PS2 

The victims of a schoolhouse massacre 
have come back to exact revenge on the 
living. Hope the 'ole Ecto 1 still fires up; 
you’ll need it for this job. 


Konami’s most anticipated game of the year is by far the series’ best installment. Gone 
is the third person view, the radio static, crappy flashlight and ever-present fog, while 
new monsters, sound effects and game play have been taken up a notch. Puzzle solv- 
ing has been predominantly eliminated and the emphasis Is placed purely on survival. 
As the character Harry Townsend, gamers wake up in a small apartment and soon real- 
ize that things are not quite the way they used to be. Locked in, with no phone or power, 
Harry finds secret portals that lead him to bloodsoaked orphanages and gore-filled sub- 
ways - all while trying to find out what is really happening. A new health meter lets play- 
ers know just how messed up and dangerously close to dying they are. Because it helps 
tie up some of the loose ends from the first three games, getting through Silent Hill 4 
may just be one of the most satisfying feelings you’ll have all year, and perhaps more 
unnerving than your shrink’s bill in the mail. 


SH.KNTHILL4 

THE ROOM 


THeTwUnoofineDead: 

ZomDIe Panic 

PS2 

A spoof on the House of the Dead games, 
zombies are dispatched by typing phrases 
on a keyboard in tiiis sequel to 2000’s Typ- 
ing of the Dead. 


KONAMI 
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Summertime Tanks! 
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A-^harles Laughton’s elegant, eerie and flawed expressionist morality tale, 
The Night of the Hunter, defies an easy description. An audacious and 
uneasy mix of humour, tragic melodrama, religious metaphor and ice-cold 
horror told from a child’s point of view. The Night of the Hunter is now recog- 
nized as a classic for the very reasons it failed so miserably upon its initial the- 
atrical run back in 1955. There is quite simply no other movie like it, pre or 
post. Period. 

Set somewhere in the depression era American midwest, Laughton’s loyal 
adaptation of Davis Grubb's novel of the same name stars screen legend 
Robert Mitchum as the hateful, murderous, mad preacher Harry Powell. While 
doing time for auto tiieft, Powell learns that his bank robbing cellmate (Peter 
Graves) has hidden a stash of cash somewhere and only his children know its 


Robert Mitchum as the murderous preacher Harry Poweil. 


Lillian Gish as the evangelical protector of innocence, Rachel Cooper. 


whereabouts. Upon his release, the slimy, silver-tongued “man of 
God” moves in on Graves’ widow (Shelley Winters in a tragic and 
sexually volatile performance), while setting his sights on the too- 
wise son and sweet, trusting daughter, relentlessly pressuring them 
to reveal the whereabouts of the cash and eventually chasing them 
- switchblade in hand - across the country. 

Laughton’s film is stylistically and thematically all over the prover- 
bial map, but at its core, when you remove the allegory and often 
heavy-handed symbolism, it’s essentially a dark, gothic fairy tale - 
Brothers Grimm by way of Tennessee Williams; it’s the cruelties and 
injustice and beauty of the world as seen through the eyes of the 
innocent. A coming of age tale as penned by Poe. 

The infamous image of Mitchum’s tattooed knuckles (L-O-V-E on 
the right, H-A-T-E on the left - parodied so ham-fistedly in The 
Rocky Horror Picture Shovi/f, the Murnau-esque visage of Shelley 
Winters submerged in shallow waters, the rapturous scene of the 
two tired kids floating downstream in their skiff by moonlight, the 
nightmarish intensity of Mitchum's subhuman villain and the evan- 
gelical grace of Lillian Gish’s shotgun-wielding Rachel Cooper - all 
these elements add power to the occasionally hyperbolic narrative 
and make the viewer forgive the confusing, rushed and questionably 
sappy tacked-on ending. 

The film was the first - and last - directorial effort by celebrated 
British stage thespian Charles Laughton {Island of Lost Souls, 
Hunchback of Notre Dame), though he did help direct a handful of 
scenes in Burgess Meredith’s The Man On the Eiffel Towertm years 
before. It is also interesting to note here that Laughton was married 
to none other than Elsa {Bride of Frankenstein) Lanchester from 
1926 until his untimely death from cancer in 1962. 

Public and critical reaction to The Night of the Hunter was an 
almost universal confusion; no one knew what to make of it nor 
could they swallow the disturbing dichotomy of a homicidal rev- 
erend. The experience was so disheartening, that Laughton swore 
off directing forever. But time was kind to the film and the influence 
it has had on American and international cinema is palpable, not to 
mention the fact that it makes the top ten list of almost every film 
critic worth his or her salt. 

If you see The Night of the Hunter once, it is a given that you will 
revisit it again, and again, and again. It is a work of such fragile 
beauty, such frothing ferocity; an emotional experience so potent 
and at the same time so frustrating that even non cineastes find 
themselves drawn back to its dark, delicate and quirky web. 

Chris Alexander 
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